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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Of the different Editions of this BOOK, 


418 edition is prefaced with a Diſcourſe on 
the right way of fitting the PSA LMS of David for Chriſ= 
tian worſhip ; wherein a plain account is given of the 
Author's general conduct in this imitation of the 
Pſalms, together with ſome evident and convincing 
arguments to ſupport it. There are alſo particular 
Notes added at the end of a great number of the 
Pſalms, which explain their evangelicat ſenſe, and 

ew the reaſon why they are either paraphraſed or 
abridged in ſuch a manner here. | 


At the requeſt of many friends, the author has 
permitted this edition in a ſmaller form, to render 
t more portable and convenient for public worſhip; 
therefore deſires, and may reaſonably demand this 
iece of juſtice of all his readers, that they will not 
enſure and condemn any part of this work, with- 

A 2 


" 


iv ADVERTISEMENT. 


out a diligent peruſal of the large edition, wherein ¶ of the 
the Preface and Notes, in the judgment of many of 2a 
learned and pious men, have given a ſufficient vindi- ¶ ſhewn 
eation of the whole performance. 


Or it 
Of the Uſe of this PALM BOOK, r 
f direct * 
THE chief deſign of this work was to improve Os i 
Pſalmody or Religious Singing, and to encourage the ro 
frequent practice of it in public aſſemblies and pri- arg 
vate families with more honour and delight: yet 1 
| Fo ; | efer to / 
the Author hopes the reading of it may alſo enter. ingle Ch 
tain the parlour and the cloſet, with devout pleaſure 
and holy meditation. Therefore he would requel! 
his readers, at proper ſeaſons, to peruſe it thro” 
and, among three hundred and forty ſacted HYMNY Let the 
they may find out ſeveral that ſuit their own caſQQPgether w 
and temper, or the circumſtances of their familie hart of it: 
and friends; they may teach their children ſuch ¶ Part, Co 
are proper for their age, and by treaſuring them ii Fart, be, 
their memory, they may be furniſhed for pious 1, Le? us + 
tirement, or may entertain their friends with holWad then r. 
melody. ing, that 
bether you 


Of chuſing or finding the PSALM. 


Tur peruſal of the whole book will acqua 
every reader with the Author's method ; and, | 
conſulting the Index, or Table of Contents, at the el 
ne may find Hymns very proper for many occaſi 


TO THE AIA DEAG. * 


of the Chriſtian life and workhip ; though no copy 
of David's Pſalter can provide for all, as I have 


at vindi- ſhe wn in the Preface. 


Or if he remembers the firſt line of any Pſalm 


the table of the firſt lines, at the end of the book, will 
: direct where to find it. 
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Or if any ſhall think it beſt to fing all the Pſalms 


in order in churches or families, it may be done 


ith profit ; provided thoſe Pſalms be omitted that 
efer to ſpecial occurrences of nations, churches, or 


angle Chriſtians, 


Of naming the PSALMS. 


Let the number of the Pialm be named diſtinctly 
dgether with the particular metre, and particular 
art of it: as for inſtance ; Let us fing the gd Pſalm, 
8 Part, Common Metre ; or Let us fing the g1ft Pſalm, 
Fart, beginning at the pauſe ; or, ending at the pauſe, 
Let us fing the 84th Pſalm as the 1 48th Pſalm, &c. 
nd then read over the firſt ſtanza before you begin 
ng, that the people may find it in their books, 
hether you ſing with or without reading line by 
de, 


Of dividing the PSALM. 


f the Pſalm be too long for the time or cuſtom 
lnging, there are pauſes in many of them, at 
43 


ADVERTISEMENT 


which yon may properly reſt : or you may leave 
out thoſe verſes whick/are included in crotchets [ ] 
without diſturbing the ſenſe ; or in fome places 
you may begin to ſag at a pauſe. 


Do not always con'ne yourſelf to fix fang, but 
ſing ſeven or eight, rather than confound the ſeuſe, 
and abuſe the Pſalm in ſolemn worſhip. 


Of the manner of SINGING. 


It were to be wiſhed that all congregations and 
private families would fing as they do in foreign 
Proteſtant Countries, without reading line by line 
Though the Anthor has done what he could to make 
the ſenſe complete in every line or two, yet many 


inconveniences will always attend this unhappy 
manner of finging-: but where it can be altered 


theſe two things may give fome relief. 


. Firſt, Let as many as can do it, bring Pſalm 
books with them, and look on the words whi 
they fing, ſo far as to make the ſenſe complete. 


Secondly, Let the Clerk read the whole Pſalm ove 
aloud, before he begins to parcel out the lines, th 
the people may have ſome notion of what they ſing 
and not be forced to drag on heavily thro” eight! 
dious ſyllables without any meaning, till the ne 
lines come to give the fey's of them 
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TO THE RYADERS. vis 


It were to be wiſhed, alſo, that we might not 
dwell ſo long upon every ſingle note, and * . 
the ſyllables to ſuch a tireſome extent, Sith 6 5 
ſtant uniformity of time; which diſgraces the m hs 
and pots the congregation quite out of Wc is 
linging five or ſix ſtanzas: whereas if the method of 
ſinging were but reformed to a greater ſpeed of _ 
nunciation, we might often enjoy the ate 
longer Pſalm, with leſs expence of time and dad 
e, plalmody would be more agrecable to tha 
of the ancient churches, more intelligible to oth 
aud more delightful ro ourſelves. es 


viii ADVAATISEMENT. 


|| 


28. 


The various Meaſures of the Verſe are fitted to the 
Tunes of the Old PALM Book, 


To the Common Tunes fing all intitled Common Me- 
rre, 


| Tothe Tunes of the 100th Pſalm ſing all intitled Long I . 
Metre. Who 


The 1 


A | 

To the Tune of the 25th Pſalm ing Short Metre. . : 

2 But ir 

To the goth Pſalm fing one Metre of the 5oth and 93d, 6 _ 

- y 473 

To the 112th or 139th Pſalm fing one Metre of the An 

104th ard 148th. 3 [He, 
By 

To the 113th Pſalm fing one Metre of the gth, 33d, Safe fr 

58h, 89th, laſt Part, 96th, 142th, and 113th. Enje 
Green 

To the 122d Pſalm ſing one of the Metres of the gad, s Shal 
122d, and 133d. While 

: 11 Like 

To the 148th Pſalm ſing one Metre of the 84th, 121ſt, : Nor is 

- 136h, and 148ch. Wha 

Their J 

To a new Tune ſing one Metre of the goth, and 11 filh. Or C 

6 Sinners 
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When ( 
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7 His Eye 


His E 


ed to the 


PSALMS of DAVID, 


IN METRE. 


PSALM I. Common Metre. f 
The May and End of the Righteous and the Wicked, 
1 LEST 1s the Man who ſhuns the Place 


mon Me- 


led Long Where Sinners love to meet; 
Who fears to tread their wicked M ays, 
And hates the Scoffer's Seat. 
re. | 
2 But in the Statutes of the Lord, | | 
and gad. Has plac'd his chief Delight: | 


By Day he reads or hears the Word, n 
Aud meduates by Night, | | 


3 [He, like a Plant of gen'rous Kind 
By living Waters tet, 


letre of the 


gth, 33d, Safe from the Storms aud blaſting Wind, 
9th. Enjoys a peacelul State. 
Green as the Leal, and ever fair, l 
f the 93d, Shall his Proteſſion thine ; | 
While Fruits of Holineſs appear 
Like Cluſters on the Vine. 
4b, 12 1ſt, 5 Not ſo the Impious and Unjuſt; 


What vain Defires they form! 
Their Hopes are blown away like Duſt, 
1 11 5th. Or Chaff before the Storm. 


d Sinners in Judgment ſhall not ſtand | 
Among the Sons of Grace, \ 

When Chr;ſt the Judge at his Right-band 
Appoints his Saints a Place. 


His Eye beholds the Path they tread, 
His Heart approves it well; 
5 4 


PSALM I. 


But crooked Ways of Sinners lead 
Down to the Gates of Hell. 


PSATM I. Short Metre. 


The Saint happy, the Sinner miſerable. 


1 HE Man is ever bleſt 
Who ſhuns the Sinner's Ways; 
- Amongit their Councils never ſtands, 
Nor takes the Scorner's Place. 


2 But makes the Law of Gop 
His ftudy and Delight, 
Amidſt the Labours of the Day, 
And Watches of the Night. 


3 He like a tree ſhall thrive, 
With Waters near the Root : 
Freſh as the Leaf his Name ſhall live, 
His Works are heav*nly Fruit. 


4 Not ſo th' ungodly Race, 
They no ſuch Bleſſings find ; 
Their Hopes ſhall flee like empty Chaff 
Before the driving Wind, 


5 How will they bear to ſtand 
Before that Judgment-Seat, 
Where all the Saints at Chriſt's Right-hand 
in full Aſſembly meet ? | 


6 He knows and he approves 
The Ways the Righteous go: 
But Sinners and their Works hall meet 
A dreadful Overthrow. 


Psaim I. Long Metre. 
The Difference between the Rig hteous and the Wicked. 


1 APPY the Man Whoſe cautious Feet 
Shun the broad Way that Sinners go, 
Who hates the Place where Atheilts meet, 
And fears to talk as Scoffers do. 


2 He loves t' employ his Marning-light 
Amongſt the Statutes of the Lord ? 
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PSALM II. 


And ſpends the wakeful Hours of Night 
With Pleaſure pond' ring o'er his Word. 


He, like a Plant by gentle'Streams, 


Shall flouriſh in immortal Green; 


And Heav'n will ſhine with kindeſt Beams 
On every Work his hands begin. 


But Sinners find their counſels, croſt ; 


As Chaff before the Tempeſt flies: 


So ſhall their Hopes be blown and loft, 
When the laſt Trumpet ſhakes the ſkies, 


© In vain the Rebel ſeeks to ſtand 


In Judgement with the pious Race ; 
The dreadful Judge with ſtern Command 
Divides him to a diffrent Place. 


5 Strait is the Way my Saints have trod, 


« I bleſt the-Path, and drew it plain; 
But you would chuſe the crooked Road, 
And down it lead to endleſs Pain.” 


Ps ALM II. Short Metre. 
Tranſlated according to the divine Pattern. 
Acts iv. 24, Sc. 
Chriſt Dying, Rifing, Interceding, and Re ig ning. 


CERT and Sovereign Lord 

Ot Heav'n, and Earth, and Seas, 

Thy Providence confirms thy Word. 
And anſwers thy Decrecs. : 


The Things ſo long foretold 
By David are fulfill'd, 

When Jews and Gentiles join to ſlay 7 
Jeſus thine holy Child.) | 


Why did the Gentt/es rage, 
And Jets with one Aceord 
Bend all their Counſels to deſtroy 
1h' Anointed of the Lord, 


Rulers and Kings agree 
To from a vain Deſign ; 
7 


PSALM II. 
Againſt the Lord their Pow'rs unite, 
Againſt his Chriſt they join. 


6 The Lord derides their Rage, 
And will ſupport his Throne ; 
He that hath rais'd him from the Dead 
Hath own'd him tor his Son. 


PAvusE. 


6 Now he's aſcended high, 
And afks to rule the Earth; 
The Merit of his blood he pleads 
And picads his heav'nly Birth. 
7 He aſks, and God beſtows 
A large Inheritance; 
Far as the World's remoteſt Ends 
His kingdom {hall advance. 


s The Nations that rebel 
| f Muſt feel his Iron Rod; 

j He'll vindicate thoſe Honours well 
| Which he receiv'd from Gop 


| 9 [Be wiſe, ye Rulers, now, 
And worſhip at his Throne; 
With trembling Joy, ye People, bow 

| To Gop's exalted Son. 
10 If once his Wrath ariſe, 
| Ye periſh on the Place ; 
Then bleſſed is the Soul that flies 

For Retuge to his Grace. ] 


PS ALM II. Common Metre. 


1 2 \ HY did the Nations join to flay 
The Lord's Anointed Son ? 
Why did they caſt his Laws away, 
And tread his Goſpel down ? 

2 The Lord that fits above the Skies, 
Derides their Rage below ; 

He {peaks with Vengeance in his Eyes, 

And Arikes their Spirits through. 
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PSACM II. 


„ I call him my eternal Son, 
« And raiſe him from the Dead; 
« I make my holy Hill his Throne, 
« And wide his Kingdom 4 


4 © Aſk me, my Son, and then enjoy 
« The utmoſt Heathen Lands: 
« The Rod of Iron ſhall deſtroy 
« The Rebel that withſtands.” 


g Be wiſe, ye Rulers of the Earth, 
Obey th' Anointed Lord, 
Adore the King of heav'nly Birth, 
And tremble at his Word. 


6 With humble Love addreſs his Throne! 
For.if he frown, ye dic; 
Thoſe are ſecure, and thoſe alone, 
Who on his Grace rely 


Ps ALM II. Long Metre. 
Chriſt's Death, Reſurretlion, and Aþeenfooe. 


1 HY did the Fews proclaim their Rage ? 
The Romans why their Swords employ ? 
Againſt the Lord their Pow'rs engage 
His dear Anointed to deitroy ? 


2 Come, let us break his Bands, they ſay, 
„Inis Man ſhall never give us Laws? 
And thus they caſt his yoke away 
And nail'd their Monarch to the Croſs. 


5 But Gor, who high in Glory reigns, 


Laughs at their Pride, their Rage Fontrovle; 3 4 


He'li vex their Hearts with Inward Pains, 
And ſpcak in Thunder to their Souls. 


bs „will maintain the King k made 
On Zion's everialting Hill, 
« My hand ſhall bring him from the Dead, 
6 And he (hall ſtand your Sov'reign ſtill.“ 


3 { His wond'rous Riſing from the Esrth, 
Makes lus &ernal Codhead kaowa j 


PSALM III. 


The Lord declares his heav'nly Birth, 
„% This Day have I begot my Son. 


6 * Aſcend, my Son, to my Right-hand, 
% There thou ſhalt aſk, and I beſtow 

« The utmoſt Bounds of Heathen Land : 
„To thee the Northern Ifles ſhall bow.“ 71 


But Nations that reſiſt his Grace 

Shall fall beneath his Iron Stroke; 
His Rod ſhall cruſh his Foes with Eaſe, 
As Potter's carthen Work is broke. 


Pavss. 


8 Now ye that ſit on earthly Thrones 

Be wiſe, and ſerve the Lord, the Lamb: 
Now at his Feet ſubmit your Crowns, 
Rejoice and ttemble at his Name. 


9 With humble Love addreſs the Son, 

Leſt he grow angry, and ye die; 

His Wrath will burn to Worlds unknown, 
If ye provoke his Jealouſy. 


10 His Storms ſhall drive you quick to Hell, 
Ke is a God, and ye but Dutt : 

Happy the Souls that know him well, 
And make his Gracetheir only Truſt, 


PsALNM III. Common Metre. 


Sin and Sat an. 


Y God how many are my Fears, 
| How faſt my Foes increaſe ! 
Conſpiring my eternal Death, 

They break my preſent Peace. 


2 The lying Tempter would perſuade 
There's no Relief in Heav'n ; 
And all my ſwelling Sins appear 
Too big to be forgiv'n. 


But thou, my Glory and my Strength, 
Shalt on the Fempter tread 


Doubts and Fears ſuppreft : or, GOD. our Defence fron 
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PSALM III. 


Shalt ſilence all my threat'ning Guilt, 
And raiſe my drooping Head. 


4 [I cry'd, and from his holy Hill 


He bow'd aliſt'ning Ear ; 
I calYd my Father and my Gov. 
And he ſubdu'd my Fear. 


He ſhed ſoft ſlumbers on mine Eyes, 
In ſpite of all my Foes ; 

I 'woke, and wonder'd at the Grace 
That guarded my Repoſe. ] 


5 What tho? the Hoſt of Death and Hell 


All arm'd againſt me ſtood 


Terrors no mere ſhall ſhake my Soul; 


My Refuge is my Gov. 


» Ariſe, O Lord, fulfil thy Grace, 


While I thy Glory fing : 
My God has broke the Serpent's Teeth, 
And death has loſt his Sting. 


Salvation to the Lord belongs, 
His Arm alone can fave : 

Bleſſings attend thy People here, 
And reach beyond the Grave. 


PAIN IV. 4, 2, 3, 4, 5, 8. Long Metre. 
A Morning Pſalm. 


0 Lord, how many are my Foes 

In this weak State of Fleſh and Blood ? 
My Peace they daily diſcompole, | 
But my defence and Hope is God. 


Tir'd with the Burdens of the Day, 
To thee I rais'd an Ev'ning Cry: 
Thou heard'it when I began to pray, 
And thine Almighty Help was nigh, 


Supported by thy heav'nly Aid 

laid me down and flept ſecure: 

Not Death ſhould make my Heart afraid, 
Though I ſhould wake and riſe no more. 


8 PSALM Iv. 


4 But Gop ſuſtaind me all the Night: 
Salvation doth to GOD belong; 
He rais'd my Head to ſee the Light, 
And makes his Praiſe my Morning Song. 


PsALM IV. 2, 2, 3, 5, 6, 7. Long Metre. 


Hearing of Prayer ; or, GOD our Portion, and Chril 


our Hope. 
1 O Gon of Grace and Righteouſneſs, 


a Here and attend viben 1 complain : 
Thou haſt enlarg'd me in Diſtreſs, 
Bow down a grac.ous Ear again. 


% 


T fear | 
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2 Ye Sons of Men, in vain ye try ES 
To turn my Glory into Shame: 4 * 
How long will Scofters love to lye a 
And dare reproach my Saviour's Name? 

g Know the Lord aivides his Saints 
From all the Tribes of Men betide: 

He hears the Cry of Penitents OR] 
For the dear Sake of Chriſt that dy'd. — My 

4 When obedient Hapds have done A = 
A thouſand Works ot Righteouſneſs, 

We put our Truſt in Gov alone, p to the 
And glory in his pard'ning Grace. — ple: 
2 — Preſentin; 

5 Let the unthinking Many ſay 
„% Who wil beſtow ſome earthly Good 5e. n 
But, Lord, thy Light and Love we piay; hou art 
Our Souls deſire this heav'nly Food. the * 

dinners ſh; 

6 Then ſhall my chearſul-Pow'rs rejoice Nor dw 
At Grace and Favours fo divine, . 

Nor will I change my happy Choice ut to thy 
For all their Corn, and all their Wine. Lo taſte 

| | will frec 

PsALw IV. 3, 4+ 5 8. Common Metre, And wo 
An Evening Pſalm. up wy 

. ays 

1 ORD, thou wilt hear me When I pray; lake ev'ry 


I am for ever thine ; And plai 


| PSALM v. 
1 fear before thee all the Day, 
Nor would I dare to ſin. 


nd while I reſt my weary Head 
From cares and Buſineſs free, 
Tis ſweet converſing on my Bed 
With my own Heart and Thee, 

ay this Ev'ning Sacrifice: 

And when my Work 1s done, 
reat Go, my Faith and hope relies 
Upon thy Grace alone. 


bus with my Thoughts compos'd to Peace, 
I'll give mine Eyes to Sleep; 

hy Hand in Safety keeps my Days, 

And will my Slumbers keep. 


g 
Metre. 
and Chil 


* 
8, 
in: 


PSsALd V. Common Metre. 
For the Lord's Day Morning. 
J ORD, in the Morning thou ſhalt hear 
My Voice aſcending high; 
o Thee will direct my Pray'r, 
To Thee lift up mine Eye. 


e ? 


p to the Hills where Chriſt is gone 
To plead for all his Saints, 
Preſenting at his Father's Throne 
Our Songs and our Complaints, 


2 hou art a Gop, before whole Sight 
as Sh the Wicked ſhall not ſtand, 
dinners ſhall ne'er be thy delight, 
Nor dwell at my Right-hand, 


ut to thy Houſe will I reſort, 
To taſte thy Mercies there : 
will frequent thy holy Court, 
And worſhip in thy Fear. 


) may thy Spirit guide my Feet 
In Ways of Righteouſneſs ! 
I pray; lake ev'ry Path of Duty ſtraight, 
And plain before my Face. 


10 PSALM VI. 


PAUSE, 


6 My watchful Enemies combine 

To tempt my Feet aſtray ; 
They flatter with a baſe Deſign, 
To make my Soul their Prey. 


7 Lord, cruſh the Serpent in the Duſt, 
And all his Plots deſtroy : 
While thoſe that in thy Mercy truſt, 
For ever ſhout for Joy. 


8 The Men that love and fear thy Nome 
Shall {ee their Hopes fulhii'd; 
The mighty Gor will compals 5 
With Favour as a Shield. 


PSALM VI. Common Metre. 


| 


Complaint in Sickneſs ; or, Diſeaſes healed, 


N Anger, Lord, rebuke me not, 
Withdraw the dreadful Storm; 
Nor let thy fury grow fo hot 
Againſt a Feeble Worm. 


2 My Soul's bow'd down with heavy Cares, 
My Fleſh with Pain oppreſt; 
My Couch is Witneſs to my Tears, 
My Tears forbid my Reſt. 


3 Sorrow and Pain wear out my Days : 
I waſte the Night with Cries, 
Counting the Minutes as they paſs, 

Till the flow Morning riſe. 


4 Shall I be ſtill tormented more? 
My Eyes conſum'd with grief? 
How long, my Gov, how long before 
Thine Hand affords Relief ? 


5 He hears when duſt and Aſhes ſpeak, 
He pitics all our Groans, 
He ſaves us for his Mercy's ſake, 
And heals our broken Bones. 


6 The Virtue of his ſov'reign Word 
Reſtores our fainting Breath; 
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PSALM VII. 


ſilent Graves praife not the Lord,” 
Nor is he known in Death. 


Ps ALM VI. Long Metre. 
Temptation in Sickneſs overcome. 


ORD, I can ſuffer the Rebukes, 
Wen thou with Kindneſs doſt chaſtiſe; 
gut thy fierce Wrath I cannot bear, 
et it not againſt me rife. 


Pity my languiſhing Eſtate, 

And eaſe the Sorrows that I feel ; 

The Woundsthine heavy Hand bath made, 
et thy geatler Touches heal! 


Sec how I paſs my weary Days 

In Signs and Groans : and when 'tis Night, 
„Bed is water'd with my Tears; 

15 Grief conſumes, and dims my Sight. 


Look how the Pow'rs of Nature mourn ? 
How long. Almighty God, how long? 
When thall thine Hour of Grace return? 
When hail I make thy Grace my Song? 


feel my Fleſh ſo near the Grave, 

My Thoughts are tempicd to deſpair 3 
But Graves can never praiſe the Lord, 
For all 1s Duſt and Silence here. 


D-part ye Tempters from my Soul], 
And all defpairing Thought depart ; 
My Gop, who hears my humble Moan, 
Will caſe my Fleſh and chear my Heart, 


PS ALM VII. Common Metre, 


Dis Care of his People, and Puniſhment of Per ſeeutors, 


XIV Truſt is in my heav'nly Friend, 

L My Hope in Thee, my Gop; 

Riſe, and my helpleſs Life defend, 
From thoſe that ſeck my Blood, 


With Inſolence and Fury they, 
My Soul in Pieces tear; 
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32 PSALM VII. | 
As hungry Lions rend the Prey 


When no Deliverer's near. 
3 If I had e' er provok'd them fuſt, 


Or once abus'd my Foe, 
Then let him tread my Life to Duſt, 
And lay mine Honour low. 


5 If there be Malice hid in me, 
I known thy piercing Eyes; 
I ſhould not dar appeal to Thee, 
Nor aſk my Gop to riſe. 


5 Ariſe my God, lift up thy Hand, 
Their Pride and Power controul ; 
Awaketo Judgment, and command 
Deliv'rance for my Soul. 


Paus. 


6 [Let Sinners and their wicked Rage 
Be humbled to the Duſt ; 
Shall not the Gop of Truth engage 
To vindicate the juſt! 


7 He knows the Heart, be tries the Reins, 
He will defend th' Upright; 
His ſharpeſt Arrows he ordains 
Againſt the Sons of Spite. 


8 For me their Malice digg'd a Pit, 
But there themſelves are caſt; 
My Gop makes all their Miſchief light 
On their own Heads at laſt. 
9 That cruel perſecuting Race 
Muſt feel his dreadful Sword ; 
Awake, my Soul, and praſe the Grace, 
And Juſtice of the Lord. 


PSALM VIII. Short Metre, 


COD's Sovereignty and Goodneſs ; and Man's Domini 


over the Creatures. 


1 Lord, our heav'nly King, 
O Thy Name is all divine; 
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PSALM VIII. 


hy Glories round the Earth are ſpread, 
And o'er the Heav'ns thy ſhine. 


hen to thy Works on high, 

I raiſe my wond'ring Eyes, 

nd ſee the Moon complete in Light 
Adorn the darkſome Skies: 


hen I ſurvey the Stars 
And all their ſhining Forms, 


ore, what is Man, that worthleſs Thing, 
Akin to Duſt and Worms ? 


ord, what is worthleſs Man, 
That thou ſhould'f love him ſo: 
Text to the Angels he is plac'd, 
And Lord of all below. 


hine Honours crown his Head, 

While Beaſt like Slaves obey, 

und Birds that cut the Air with Wings, 
And Fiſh that cleave the Sea. 


; ow rich thy Bounties are ! 

108, And wond'rous are thy Ways: 

df Duſt and Worms thy Pow'r can frame 
A Monument of Praiſe. 


Out of the Mouths of Babes 

And Sucklings thou canſt draw 
urprizing Honours to thy Name, 
And ſtrike the World with Awe. 


) Lord, our heav'nly King, 
Thy Name 15 all divine ; 


ace, hy Glories round the Earth are ſpread, 
And o'er the Heav'ns they ſhine.] 


Psatm VIII. Common Metre. 
it's Condeſcenfion and Glorification ; or, COD made 
Man. 
3 Lord, our God, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted Name! a 


he Glories of thy heav'nly State 
Let Men and Babes proclaim. 


13 


ght 


re. 


ſan's Domini 


14 PSALM VIII 


2 When I behold thy works onchigh, 
The Moon thai rules the Night, 
And Stars that well adore the Sky 
Thoſe moving Worlds of Light 


3 Lord, what is Man or all his Race, 
Who dwells ſo far below 


That thou ſhould'ſt viſit him with Grace, 


And love is Nature ſo? 
4 That thine eternal Son ſhould bear 


To take a mortal Form, 
Made lower than his Angels are 
To ſave a dying Worm. 


5 [Yet while he liv'd on Earth unknown, 
And Men would not adore, 
Th' obedient Seas and Fiſhes own 
His Gudhead and his Pow'r. 


6 The Waves lay ſpread beneath his Feet; 
And Fiſh, at his Command, 
Bring their large Shoals to Peter's Net, 
And Tribute to his Hand. 


7 Theſe leſſer Glories of the Son 
Shone through the fleſhly Cloud; 
Now we behold him on his Throne, 
And Men confefs him Gop.] 


$ Let him be crown'd with Majeſty, 

Who bow'd his Head to Death; 
And be his Honours ſounded high, 
By all Things that have Breath. 


9 Jeſus, our Lord, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted name ! 
The glories of thy heavenly State 
Let the whole Earth proclaim. 
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PSALM VIII. 15 


PsALM VIII. Ver. 1, 2. Paraphras'd. 
Firſt Part. Long Metre. 


Hoſanna of the children: or, Infants praiſing COD. 


A Lmighty Ruler of rhe Skies, 

Thro' the wide Earth thy Name is ſpread ; 
d thine eternal Glories riſe 
er all the Heav'ns thy Hands have made. 


thee the Voices of the Young 
Monument of Honour raiſe ; 

nd Babes with uniuſtructed Tongue 
eclare the Wonders of thy Praiſe 


hy Pow'r aſſiſts their tender Age 

o bring proud Rebels to the Ground, 
o {till the bold Blaſphemer's Rage, 
nd all their Policies confound. 


hildren amidſt thy Temple throng 
o ſee their great Redeemer's Face, 
he Son of Darid is their Song, 

nd young Hoſannas fili the Place. 


he frowning Scribes, and angry Prieſts, 
1 vain their impious Cavils bring: 
evenge fits hlent in their Breaſts, 
'hile Zew!/h Babes proclaim their King. 
PSALM VIII. Ver. 3, &c. Paraphras'd, 
Second Pa, t. Long Metre. 
lam and Chriſt Lords of the Old and New Creation, 


ORD, what was Man when made at firſt, 
Adam the Offspring ofthe Duſt, 

at thou ſhould'ſt fet him and his Race 

u jut below an Angel's Place! 


at thou ſhould ſt raiſe his Nature ſo, 
4 make him Lord of all below, 

ake ev'ry Beaſt and Bird ſubmit, 

d lay the Fiſhes at his Feet. 


t O what brighter Glorics wait 
d crown the ſecond Adams State ? 


— 


26 PSALM IX 


What. Honeurs ſhall thy Son adorn, * 
Who condeſcended to be born 


4 See him below his Angels made; 
See him in Duſt among the Dead, 
To ſave a ruin'd World from Sin; 
But heſhall reign with Pow'r divine. 

5 The World to come redeem'd from all 
The Mis'ries that attend the Fall, 
New made, and glorious, ſhall ſubmit 
At our exalted Saviour's Feet. 


PALM IX. Firſt Part, Common Metre. 
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Thou Sov'reign Judge of Right and Wrong, he Wiel 
Wilt put my Foes to Shame. Thy w 

2 I'll ſing thy Majeſty and Grace: hat dare 
My Loyp prepares his Throne Againſt 

To judge the World in Righteoufneſs, ho? Sai 

And make his Vengeance known. * — 

3 Then ſhall the Lord a refuge prove heir Crie 
For all the Poor oppreſt ; Nor ſha] 

To ſave the People of his Love. Niſe | 
And give the Weary Reſt. To judg 

4 The Men that know thy name will truſt et Nation 
In thy abundant Grace ; And Ma 

For thou haſt ne'er forſook the Juſt, by Thune 
Who humbly {ought thy Face. And put 

5 Sing Praiſes to the righteous Lord, ake them 
Who dwells on Zion's Hill, And the) 


Who executes his threat'ning Word, Pz 
And doth his Grace fulfil. 


PSALM IX. Ver. 12 Second Part. 
The Wiſdom and Equity of Providence. 


1 \ \ T HEN the great Judge, Supreme and] 
Shall once enquire for Blood, 


PSALM X. 


e humble Souls that mourn in Du ſt 
Shall find a faithful Gop. 


e from the dreadful Gates of Death 
Does his own Children raiſe ; 

n Zion's Gates with chearful Breath 
They ſing their Father's Praiſe. 


is Foes ſhall fall with heedleſs Feet 
Into the Pit they made ; 

nd ſinners periſh in the Net 

That their own Hands had ſpread. 


hus by thy Judgments, mighty Gop, 

Are thy deep Councils known ; 

Vhen Men of Miſchief aredeſtroy'd, 
The Snare muſt be their own. 


PAUSE. 


he Wicked ſhall fink down to Hell ; 
Thy Wrath devour the Lands 

hat dare forget Thee, or rebel 
Againſt thy known Commands. 


ho? Saints to ſore Diſtreſs are brought, 
And wait and long complain, 

heir Cries ſhall not be ſtill forgot, 

Nor ſhall their Hopes be vain. 


Riſe, great Redeemer, from thy Seat, 
To judge and ſave the Poor; 

et Nations tremble at thy Feet, 

And Man prevail no more. 


hy Thunder ſhall affright the Proud, 
And put their Hearts to Pain, 
lake them confeſs that thou art Gop, 
: And they but feeble Men.) 
rd, PRAL X. Common Metre, 
er heard, and Saints ſaved ; or, Pride, Atheiſm, and | 
Oppreſſion puniſhed. | 
For a Humiliation Day, 
HY doth the Lord ſtand off ſo farz 
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PSALM... XI. 


When great Calamities appear, 
And Times of Deep. Diſtreſs ? / 


2 Lord ſhall, the Wicked ſtill deride 
Thy Juſtice and thy Pow'r; 
Shall they advance their Heads in Pride, 
And ſtill thy Saints devour ? 


3 They put thy Judgments from their Sight, 
And then inſult the Poor; 
Tney boalt in their exalted Height, 
That they ſhall fall no more. 


4 Ariſe, O God, lift up thine Hand, 
Attend our humbly Cry; 
No Enerny ſhall dare to ſtand 
When God aſcends on high. 


Pavse. 


5 Why do the Men of Malice rage, 
And ſay with fooliſh Pride, 
% The God of Heaven will ne er engage 
” To fight on Zion's Side.“ 


6 But thou for ever art our Lord ; 
And pow'rful is thine Hand. 
As when the Heathens felt thy Sword, 
And periſh'd from thy Land. 


7 Thou wilt prepare our Hearts to pray, 

And cauſe thine Ears to heal ; 

He hcarkens what his Children ſay, 
And puts the World in Fear. 

3 Proud Tyrants ſhall no more oppreſs, 

No more deſpiſe the Juſt ; 

And mighty Sinners ſhall confeſs 
They are but Earth and Duſt. 


PSALM XI. Long Metre, 


GOD loves the Righteous, and hates the Wicked, 


8 Y Refuge is the Gop of Love, 
Why do my Foes inſult aud cry, 

& Fly [the a timnorous trembling Do de, 

& To & ſtant Woods or Mountains fy." 
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PSALM» XII. 


If government be all. deſtroy'd, 

(That firm Foundation of out Peace) 
And Violence make Juſtice void, 

Where ſhall the righteous ſeek Redreſs ?- 


The Lord in Heay'n has fix'd his Throne, 

His Eyes ſurvey the World below : 

To him all mortal Things are known, 
ty His Eye-lids ſcarch our Spirits thro'. 


If he afflicts his Saints ſo far, 
To prove their Love, and try their Grace, 
What may the bold Tranſgreſſors ſear ; 

His very Soul abhors their Ways, 


On impious Vretches he {hall rain. 

T: mpeſts of Brimſtone, Fire, and Death, 
Such as he kindled on the Plain 

Of Sodom, with his angry: Breath. 


The righteous Lord loves righteous Souls, 
Whoſe Thoughts and Actions are ſincere, 
And with a gracious Eye beholds 

The Men that his own image bear. 


PsALu XII. Long Metre. 5 
Saint's Safety and Hohe in evil Times : or, Sins of the 
„ ongue complained of, (viz.) Blaſphemy, Falſhood, &c. 
ORD, if thou doſt not ſoon appear, 
LY 3 Virtue and Truth will fly away 
faithful Man among us here 
Will icarce be found if thou delay. 


The whole Diſcourſe when Neighbours meet, 
{s, Is 611d with Trifles looſe and vain; 
Their Lips are Flatt'ry and Deceit, 
And their proud Language is profane, 
ut Lips that with Deceit abound 
tre. d1-1] not maintain their Triumph long; 
the Wicked: ine Go of Vengeance will confound 
he fatt'ring and blaſpheming Tongue, 
Lode. | ret fhail our Words be free, they cry ; 
EY Cur 1ongue ſhall be controul' d by none ; 
55 3 2 


if 4 Where is the Lord will aft pony 57 | 
% Or jay our Lips are not our own N 


5 The Lord who ſees the Poor oppreſt, 
And hears th' oppreſſor's haughty Strain, 


Will riſe to give his children Reſt, 
Nor ſhall they truſt his Word in vain. A 
| 6 Thy Word, O Lord, tho” often try'd, 2 
| Void of deceit ſhall ſtill appear; a 1 
Not Silver ſev'n times purify'd ' ho | 
From Droſs and Mixture ſhine ſo clear, 
7 Thy Grace ſhall in the darkeſt Hour _ 
Defend the holy Soul from Harm : Th 
Tho' when the vileſt Men have Pow'r * 
On ev'ry Side will Sinners ſwarm. a 
-PsALM XII. Common Metre, 
"Kading : 


l Complaint of a general Corruption of Manners : or The Pri 
miſe and Sign of Chriſt's coming to judgment, 


ir Lord, for mes of Vintec fail, H 
Religion loſes Ground; Ca __ 
The Sons of Violence prevail, r I - 
And Treacheries abound. Shat 

2 Their oaths and Promiſes they break, pd 
| Yet act the Flatt'rer's Part: Still hat 
| With fair deceitful Lips they ſpeak, And ſtill 

f And with a double Heart. How ho 
n 


Be with t 


| | 3 If we reprove ſome hateful Lye, 
And Satay 


How is their Fury ftirr'd ! 


„ Are not our Lips our own, they cry, ejoice tc 
66 27 
f And ber ſhall be our Lord? . 
4 Scoffers, appear on ev'ry Side, Before my 
Where a Vile Race of Men If thou wi 
Is rais'd te Seats of Pow'r and Pride. eep in e 
And bear the Sword in vain. How will 
| PausE. ut one 
3 But I have 
Lord, when Iniquitics abound, And ſhall 


And blaſphemy grows bold, 


PLALM XIII. 


When Faith is hardly to be found, 
And Love is Waxing cold. 


6 Is not thy Chariot haſt'ning on ? 
Haſt thou not giv'n the Sign # 

May we not truſt and call upon 
A Promiſe ſo divine? 


« Yes, ſaith the Lord, now will I riſe, 
« And make Oppreſſors flee ; 

4% J ſhall appear to their Surprize, 
« And ſet my Servants free.“ 


> Thy Word, like Silver ſev'n Times try'd, 
Through Ages ſhall endure ; 

The Men that in thy Truth confide, 
Shall find the Promiſe ſure. 


PSALM XIII. Long Metre. 
Peading with God under Deſertion : or, Hope in Darke 


neſs. 
OW long, O Lord ſhall I complain 
Like one that ſeeks his Gov in vain ? 


Can'ſt thou thy Face for ever hide ; - 
And I ſtill pray, and be deny'd ? 


Shall I for ever be forgot, 

As one whom thou regardeſt not ? 

Still ſhall my Soul thine Abſence mourn, 
And ſtill deſpair of thy Return ? 


How long ſhall my poor troubled Breaſt 
Be with theſe anxious Thoughts oppreſt; 
And Satan, my malicious Foe, 

Rejoice to ſee me ſunk ſo low ? 


Hear, Lord, and grant me quick Relief, 
Betoremy Death, conclude my Grief ; 
It thou withold'ſt thy heav'nly Light, 

I ſleep in everlaſting Night. 

How will the Pow'rs of Darkneſs boaſt 
It but one praying Soul be loſt ? 

But I have truſted in thy Grace, 

And ſhall again behold thy Face, 


B 3 
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6 Whate'er my Fears or Foes ſuggeſt, 
Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt! 
My Heart ſhall feel thy Love, and raiſe 
My chearful Voice to Songs of Praiſe. 


PALM XIII. Common Metre, 
Complaint under Temptations of the Devil. 
1 H. long wilt thou conceal thy Face ? 
My God, how long delay ? . 
When ſhall I feel thoſe heav'nly Rays, 
That chaſe my Fears away ? 
2 How long ſhall my poor lab'ring Soul 


Wreſtle and toil in vain ? 
Thy Word can all my Foes controul, 


And eale my raging Pain. 
2 See how the Prince of Darkneſs tries 
All his malicious Arts, 
He ſpreads a Milt around my eyes, 
And throws his fiery Darts. 
4 Be thou my Sun, be thou my Shield, 


My Soul in Safety keep; 
Make Haſte before mine Eyes are ſeal'd 


In Death's eternal Sleep. 
5 How would the Tempter boaſt aloud 


§ Such S. 


If I became his Prey ! In e 
Behold the Sons of Hell grow proud Nor ca 
At thy ſo long Delay. Till 
& But they ſhall fly at thy Rebuke, 
And Satan hide his Head, 
He knows the Terrors of thy Look, 
And hears thy Voice wath Drcad. 1 A* 
7 Thou wilt diſplay that ſov*reign Grace 
Where all my Hopes have hung; And ne 
I ſhall employ my Lips in Praiſe, Nor | 
And Vie'ry ſhall be ſung. 2 Great 
Reve; 
Let then 


Nor ti 


PSALM XxIV. 23 


SAL XIV. Firft Part. Common Metre. 
By Nature all Men are Sinners. | 
1 F in their Hearts believe and ſay, 


© That all Religion's vain, 
% There is no God that reigus on high, 
“ Or minds th' Affairs of Men.” 
2 From Thoughts ſo dreadful and profancy . 
Corrupt Diſcourſe proceeds; 
And in their impious Hands are found 
Abominable Deeds. 


2 The Lord from his Celeſtial Throne 
Look*d dowu on Things below, 
To find the Man that ſought his Grace, 
Or did his Juſtice know, 


4 By Nature all have gone aſtray, 
Their Prattice all the fame; 
There's none that fears his Maker's Hand! 
There's none that loves his Name. 
Their Tongues are us'd to ſpeak Deceit, 
Their Slanders meverceaſle ; 
How {witt to Miſchief are their Feet: 
Nor know the Paths of Peace. 


5 Such Seeds of Sin (that bitter Root) 
In ev'ry Heart are found; 
Nor can they bear diviner Fruit, 
Till Grace reſine the Ground. 


PSALM XIV. Second Part. 
The Folly Perſecutors. 


. 1 AR Sinners now ſo ſenſeleſs grown, 
mer That they the Saints devour ? 
| And never worſhip at thy Throne, 


a 


. Nor fear thy awful Pow'r? 


2 Great God appear to their Surprize, 
Reveal thy dreadful Name; | 

Let them no more thy Wrath deſpiſe, 
Nor turn our Hope 9 Shame. 


+ , 


WW! 
| p by 
WINE. : + PSALM Xv. 
9 Doſt thou not dwell among the Juſt, 
And yet our Foes deride, 
That we ſhould make thy Name our Truſt ? 
Great Gos confound their Pride. 


| 
t 
it 120 that the joyful Day was come 
"my To finiſh our Diſtreſs ! 
i When God ſhall bring his Children home, 
il Our Songs ſhall never ceaſe. 
| Psaim XV. Common Metre, 


Qualifications of a Chriſtian. 
A HO ſhall inhabit in thy Hill. 
O God of Holineſs ? 
Whom will the Lord admit to dwell 
So near his Throne of Grace ? 


2 The man that walks in pious Ways, 
And works with pious Hands ; 
That truſts his Maker's Promiſes, 

And follows his Commands, 


3 He ſpeaks the Meaning of his Heart, 
| Nor ſlanders with his Tongue; 
Will ſcarce believe an ill Report, 
Nor do his Neighbour Wrong. 
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4 The wealthy Sinner he contemns, 
Loves all that fear the Lord ; 
And though to his own Hurt he ſwears, 
Still he performs his Word, 


3 His Hands diſdain golden Bribe, 
And never gripe the Poor ; 
This Man ſhall dwell with Gop on Earth, 
And find his Heay'n ſecure. 


PALM XV. Long Metre. 


Religion and Juſtice, Goodneſs and Truth: or, Duties 
GOD and Man: or, the Qualifications of a Chriſtian, 


THO ſhall aſcend thy heav'nly Place, 
Great God, and dwell before thy Face? 


Charafler of a Saint : or, a Citizen of Zion or, 
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PSALM” XV; 


The Man that minds Religion now, 

And humbly walks with Gap below, 

Whoſe Hands are pure, whole Heart is clean; 
Whoſe Lips ſtill ſpeak the Thing they mean,; 
No Slanders dwell upon his Tongue: 

He hates to do his Neighbour Wrong. 


[Scarce will he truſt an ill Report, 
Not vent it to his Neighbour's Hurt: 
Sinners of State he can delpiſe, 

But Saints are honour'd in his Eyes.] 


[Firm to his Word he ever ſtood, 

And always makes his Promiſe good ; 
Nor dares to change the Thing he ſwears, 
Whatever Pain or loſs he bears. 


[He never deals in bribing Gold, 

And mourns that Juſtice ſhould be ſold ; 
While others gripe and grind the Poor, 
Sweet Charity attends his Door. 


ruſt ? 


ome, 


Co 
ion or, {i 


He loves his Enemies, and prays 

For thoſe that curfe him to his Face ; 

And doth to all Men fill the fame 

That he would hope or wiſh from them. 


Yet, when his holieſt Works are done, 
His foul depends on Grace alone: 
This is the Man thy Face ſhall fee, 
And dwell for ever, Lord, with Thee, 


PSALM XVI. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 


eto of our Poverty; and, Saints tlie beſt C om any 3 
or, Good, Works profit Men, not 60. 6: 


Reſerve me? Lord; in Time of Need, 
For Succour to-thy Throne ! flee, 
But have no Merits there to plead ; 
My Goodneſs cannot reach, to Il hce. 


Oft have my heart and Tongue confſcit, 
How empLy and how poor Iam; 
My Praiſe can never make thee bleſt, 


3, 


Zarth, 


or, Duties 
a Chriſtian, 
Place, 


thy Face! Nor add new Glories to thy Name. 
8 5 


mwres PSALM XVI. 
Vet, Lord, thy Saints on Earth may reap 
Some Profit by the Good we do; tia 


Theſe are the Company I keep, 
= Theſc are the choiceſt Friends I know. 


Let others chuſe the Sons of Mirth 
RS To give a Reliſh to their Wine, 
T love the Men of heav'nly Birth, 
Whoſe Thoughts and Language are divine. 


11! PSsALN XVI. Second Part. Long Metre, 
lf Chriſt's All- Suſſiciency. 
ö 6 ow faſt their Guilt and Sorrows riſe, 
| Who haſte to ſeek ſome Idol-God ; 


| | I will not taſte their Sacrifice, 
[| Their Off rings of forbiden Blood. 


| ; 
| g2 My Gop provides a richer Cup, 
A nobler Food to live upon, 
He for my Life has offer'd up 
mel 7/u5, his beſt-beloved Son. 


3 His Love is my perpetual Feaſt ; 
| By Day his Counſels guide me right: 
| And be his Name for ever bleſt, 

Who gives me ſweet Advice by Night. 
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| 4 J ſet him ſtill before mine Eyes; 
At my Right Hand he ſtands prepar'd 
To keep my Soul from all Surprize, 


d * 


x 
[! 


And be my everlaſting Guard. 
PSALM XVI. Third Part. Long Metre, 


| 
| | Courage in Death, and Hope in the Reſurrection. 
| 


"i 
111 \ N THEN god isnigh my Faith is ſtrong. 
His Arm 1s x. Almighty Prop; 
Be glad my Heart, rejoice my Tongue, 

My dying fleſh ſhall reſt in Hope. 
2 Tho! in the Duſt I lay my Head, 

Yet, gracious Goo, thou wilt not leave 
vl My Soul for ever with the Dead, 
| Nor loſe thy Children in the Grave. 
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PSALM XVI. 


3 My Fleſh ſhall thy firſt Call obey, 

Shake off the Duſt, and riſe on high; 
Then ſhalt thou lead the wond'rous Way 
Up to thy Throne above the ſky. 


There Streams of endleſs Pleaſure flow; 
And full Diſcoveries of thy Grace, 
(Which we but taſted here below) 
Spread heav'nly Joys thro? all the Place. 


Palm XVI. 1—8. Firſt Part, Common Metre» 
Support and Counſel from GOD without Merit. 


NY AVE me, O Lord, from ev'ry Foe; 
In Thee my Truſt I place. 
Tho' all the Good that I can do 
Can ne'er deſerve thy Grace. 


> Yet if my God prolong my Breath, 
The Saints may profit by't; 

The Saints the Glory of the Earth, 
The Men of my Delight. 


2 Let Heathens to their Idols haſte, 
And Worſhip Wood and Store ; 

But my delightful Lot is caſt * 
Where the True Gon is known, 


His Hands provides my conſtant Food, 
He fills my daily Cup; 

Much am I pleas'd with preſent Good, 
But more rejoice in Hope. 


3 Gop is my Portion and my Joy; 
His counſels are my Light: 

He gives me {weet Advicedy Day, 
And gentle Hints by Night. 


My Soul with all her thoughts approve 
To his all-ſeeing Eye : 


E. 
tre. 


ſe 3 


letre. 
re A ion. 


dong. 


3 Nor Death nor Hell my Hope ſhall move 
While ſuch a friend is nigh. 


PSALM XVII. 
PsaLM XVI. Second Part. Common Metre, 
OO The Detith and Reſurreftionof Chriſt, 
3 12 the Lord before my Face, 
„He bears my Courage up 

« My Heart, my Tongue their Joys expreſs, 
| „ My fleth ſhall reſt in Hope.“ 

2 © My Spirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave 
„% Where Souls departed are: 


« Nor give my Body to the Grave 
To fee corruption there. 


3 * Thou wilt reveal the Path of Life, 
« And raiſe me to thy Throne; 
4 Thy Courts immortal Pleafure give, 
„Thy preſence Joys unknown.“ 


4 [Thus in the Name of Chriſt, the Lord, 
The hvly David ſung, 
And Providence fulfills the Word 
Of his prophetic Tongue. 
5 Jeſus, whom ey'ry Saint adores, 
Was crucify'd and ſlain ; 
Behold the Tomb its#prey reſtores, 
Behold he lives again. 


6 When ſhall my Feet ariſe and ſtand 
On Heavy'n's eternal Hills? 
There ſits the Son at Gov's Right-Hand, 
And there the Father fraites. ] 


PSsALM XVI. Fer. 13, Sc. Short Metre, 


Death, 


1 RISE, my gracious Gon, 
And make the Wicked flee ; 
They are but thy chaſtiſing Rod 
To drive thy Saints to Thee. 


2 Bchold the Sinner dies, 
His haughty Words are yain 


Portion of Saints und Sinners: or, Heperantd Deſpui 
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PSALM XVII. 


Metre. ere in this Life his Pleaſure lies, 
And all beyond is Pain. 


Then let his Pride advance, 
And boaſt of all his Store; 
The Lord is my Inheritance, 
My Soul can wiſh no more. 


hall behold the Face 

Of my forgiving Gop: 

und ſtand complete in Righteoufneſe, 
Waſh'd in my Saviour's Blood. 


here's a new Heav'n begun 
When I awake from Deith, 
Dreſt in the Tikeneſs'of thy Son, 


And draw immortal Breath. 
PsaL.m XVII. Long Metre. 


e Sinners Portion and Saints Hope : or, the Heaven cr 
ſeparate Souls, and the Reſurrefton. 


333 Lam thine: But wik thou prove 
My Faith, my-potience, and my Love; 
When Men of Spite again me join, | 
They are the Sword, the Hand is thme, 


Their Hope and Portion le below; 

'Tis all the happineſs they know, 

'Tis all they feek ; they take their Shares, 
And leave the reſt among their Heirs, 


nd, 


What Sinners value, T reſign; 

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine: 
I ſhall behold thy bliſsful Face, 

And Rand complete in Righteoufneſs. 


This Life's a Pream, an empty Show; 
But the bright World to which I go, 
Hath Joys ſubſtantial and ſincere; 

When ſhall 1 wake, and find me there ? 


Oglorious Hour ! O bleſt Abode! 
| ſhall be near, and like my GOD! 
And Fleſh and Sin no more controul 


4 The ſacred Pleaſutes ot the Soul. 


Metre. 


nu Defpty 


PSALM XVII. 


6 My Fleſh ſhall ſlumber in the Ground, 
Till the laſt Trumpet's joyful ſound; _ 
Then burſt the Chains with ſweet Surprize, 
And in my Saviour's Image riſe. 


PSALM XVIII. Firſt Part, 


y Song 
at terr' 
dd give 
ze to hi 


Secon 
Long Metre. Ver. 1—6, 15—18 | 
Deliverance from Deſbair: or, Temptations overcon! ORD, 
| | Haſt 
1 HEE will T love, O Lord, my Strength, ore mii 
My Rock, my Tow'r my high Defence d thou | 
Thy mighty Arm ſhall be my Truſt, 
For I have found Salvation thence. ce I — 
e walk“. 
2 Death and the Terrors of the Grave, if my Ft 
Stood round me with their diſmal Shade; as neve 
While Floods of high Temptation roſe, i 
And made my ſinking Soul afraid. at oa 
at Wars 
3 I ſaw the op'ning Gates of Hell t thro? tl 
With endleſs Pains and Sorruws there, uard aga 
Which none but they that feel can tell, 
While I was hurry'd to Deſpair. " fin = 
at works 
4 In my Diſtreſs I gall'd my Gop, 1 en ſhall 
When I could ſcarce believe him mine; ſtroy it, 
He bow'd his Ear to my Complaint ; 4 : 
Then did his grace appear divine. 3 = on 
$0utt 
5 [ With Speed he flew to my Relief, ekind mT 
As on a Cherub's Wing he rode ; 0D as fa 
Awful and bright as Lightning ſhone 
The Face of my Deliv'rer Gop. e juſt and 
ou art me 
6 Temptations fled at his Rebuke, d Men 11 
The Blaſt of his Almighty Breath, v hath an 
He ſent Salvation from on high, u XVII} 


And drew me from the Deeps of Death.) 


7 Great were my Fears, my Foes were great, 
Much was their Strength, and more their Raj! 
But Grit, my Lord, is Conqueror ſtill 
In all the Wars that Devils wage. 
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PSALM XVIII. 


y Song for ever ſhall record 

at terrible, that joy ful Hour 
dd give the Glory to the Lord 
ze to his Mercy and his Pow'r. 


Ps ALM XVIII. 
Second Part. Ver. 20-26. Long Metre, 
Sincerity proved and rewarded. 


ORD, thou haſt ſeen my Soul fincere, 
Haſt made thy Truth and Love appear ; 

ore mine Eyes I ſet thy Laws, 

d thou haſt own'd my rigkteous Cauſe, 


ce I have learn'd thy holy Ways, 
e walk'd upright before thy Face ; 
if my Feet did e'er depart, 

as never with a wicked Heart. 


at ſore Temptations broke my Reft ! 
at Wars and Strugglings in my Breaft } 
t thro! thy Grace that reigns within, 
uard againſt my darling Sin, 


at fin that cloſe beſets me ſtill, 

at works and ſtrives againſt thy Will; 
en ſhall thy Spirit's ſov'reign Pow'r 
ſtroy it, that it riſe no more? 


ith an impartial Hand the Lord 
als out to Mortals their Reward : 
e kind and faithful Souls ſhall find 
ob as faithful and as kind. 


e juſt and Pure ſhall ever ſay, 

ou art more pure, more juſt than they 
d Men that love Revenge ſhall know 

d hath an arm of Vengeance too. 


46, &c. Long Metre, 
Rejoicing in GOD: or, Salvation and Triumph, 
UST are thy Ways, and true thy Word, 

Great Rock of my ſecure Abode: 


XVIII. Third Part. Ver. 30, 31, 34 35» 


PSALM XVIII. 


Who is a Gop beſide the Lor d? | 
Or where's a Refuge like oux Gop ? 


2 Tis He that girds me with hib Might, 
Gives me his holy Sword: to wield ; 
And while with Sin and Hell 1 fight. 
Spreads his Salvation for my Shield. 


3 He lives, (and bleſſed be my Rock) 
The Gop of my Salvation lives, 
The Dark Deſigns of hell are broke; 
Sweet is the Peace my Father gives. 


4 Before che Scoffers of the Age 

Iwill exalt my Father's Name, 

Nor ttemble at their mighty Rage, 

But meet Reproach, and bear the Shame. 
5 To David and his Royal Seed 

Thy Grace for ever ſhall extend; 


Thy Love to Saints in Chriſt their Head 
Knows not a Limit, nor an End. 


Ps ALM XVIII. Firſt Part. Common Met: 


Victory and Triumph over Temporal Enemies. 
1 W- love TheeFLord and we adore, 


Now is thine Arm reveal'd: 
Thou art our Strength, our heav'nly Tow'r, 
Our Bulwark and our Shield; 


2 We fly to our eternal Rock, 
And find a ſure Defence; 
His holy Name our Lips invoke, 
And draw Salvation thence. 


3 When God our Leader ſhines in Arms, 
What mortal Heart can bear 
The Thunder of his loud Alarms, 
The Lightning of his Spear ? 


4 He rides upon the winged Wind, 
And Angels in Array 
In Millions wait to know his Mind, 
And {wift as Flames obey, 
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PSALM. XVII. 


e ſpeaks, and at his fierce Rebuke 
Whoſe Armies are diſmay'd ; 

Tis Voice, his Frawn, his angry Look 
Strikes all their Courage dead. 


e forms our Gen'rals for the Field 
With all their dreadful Skill; 

ives them his awful Sword to wield, 
And makes their Hearts of Steel. 


e arms our Captains to the Fight, 
(Tho there his Name's forgot; 

e girded Cyrus with his Might, 
But Cyrus knew him not,) 


ft has the Lord whole Nations bleſt 
For his own Church's Sake ; 

he Pow'rs that give his People Reſt 
Shall of his Care partake. ] 


aim XVIII. Second Part. Common Metre, 
The Conqueror”s Song. 


1aMmCs 


ad 


mon Mete 


Enemies. 


O Thine Almighty Arm we owe 
The Triumphs of the Day ; 

| hy Terrors, Lord confound the Foe, 

lore, And melt their Strength away. 

& : # , | , 
2 is by thine Aid our Troops prevail 

j Tow Ty had haves united Nook Mig 1 

r burn their boaſted Fleets, or ſcale 


The proudeſt of their Towr's. 


ow have we chas'd them thro' the Field, 
And trod them to the Ground, 

- Wh tile thy Salvation was our Shield, 
ms, But they no Shelter found ! 


vain to Idol-Saints they cry 

And perith in their Blood ; 

here is a Rock ſo great, fo high, 
So pow'rtul as our CoD 


F e Rock of IJſr'el ever lives, 
, is Name be gver bleſt; 
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94 PSALM XIX. 


'Tis his own Arm the Vict'ry gives, 
And gives his People reſt. 


6 On Kings that reign as David did, 
He pours his Bleſſings down : 
Secures their Honoursto their Seed, 
And well ſupports their Crown. 


PSALNM XIX. Firſt Parti. Short Metre. 


The Book of Nature and Scripture, 


For a Lord's Day Morning. 


2 EHOLD the lofty Sky 
Declares its Maker Gon, 
And all his ſtarry Works on high 
Proclaim his Pow'r abroad. 


2 The Darkneſs and the Light 
Still keep their Courſe the ſame; 
While Night to Day and Day to Night 
Divinely teach his Name. 


3 Inev'ry diffrent Land 
Their gen'ral Voice is known; 
They ſhew the Wonders of his Hand, 
And Orders of his Throne, 


4 Ye Britiſh Landsrejoice, 
Here he reveals hiis Word, 
We are not left to Nature's Voice 
To bid us know the Lord. 


3 His Statutes and Commands 
Are ſet before our Eyes, 
He puts his Goſpel in our Hands, 
Where our Salvation lies. 


6 His Laws are juſt and pure, 
His Truth without Deceit, 
His Promiſes for ever ſure, 
And his Rewards are great. 
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SALM XIX. 
or Cold that has the furnace paſs'd 
So much allures the Sight. 


hile of thy Works I ſing, 

Thy glory to proclaim, | 

ccept the Praiſe, my God, my Kin 
In my Redecmer's Name.] 


g. 


PsALM XIX. Second Part. Short Metre, 


's Word moſt Excellent: or Sincerity and Watch- 
fulneſs. 


For a Lord's Day Morning. 


EHOLD the Morning Sun 

Begins his glorious Way; 
lis Beams through all the Nations run, 
And Lite and Light convey. 


But where the Goſpel comes 

It ſpreads diviner Light, 
t calls dead Sinners from their Tombs, 
And gives the Blind their Sight, 


low perfect is thy Word! 

And all thy Judgments juſt, 
or ever {ure thy Promiſe, Lord, 
And men ſecurely truſt. 


ly gracious God, how plain 
Are thy Directions giv'n! 
) may I never read in vain, 


But fad the Path to Heav'n ! 
Aus. 


[ hear thy Word with Love, 
And I would fain obey : 

dend thy good Spirit from above, 

To guide me, leſt I ſtray. 


9 who can ever find : 

The Errors of his Ways ? 

let with a bold preſumptuous Mind 
I would not dare tranſgreſs. 


36 PSALM XIX. 


7 Warn me of ev'ry Sin, 

Forgive my ſecret Faults, 
And cleanſe this guilty Soul of Mine. 
Whoſe Crimes exceed my Thoughts, 


8 While with my Heart and Tongue 

I ſpread thy Praiſe abroad; 
Accept the Worſhip and the Song, 
My Saviour and my GoD. 


PALM XIX. Long Metre. 


Glory and Succeſs of the Goſpel. 


In ev'ry Star thy Wiſdom ſhines ; 
But whenour Eyes behold thy Word, 
We read thy Name in fairer Lines. 


2 The rolling Sun, the changing Light, 

And Nights and Days thy Pow'r confeſs ; 
But the bleſt Volume thou haſt writ 
Reveals thy Juſtice and thy Grace, 


3 Sun, Moon, and Stars convey thy Praiſe 
Round the whole Earth, and never ftand ; 
So when thy Truth begun its Race, 

It touch'd, and glanc'd on ev'ry Land. 


4 Nor ſhall thy ſpreading Goſpel reſt 

Till thro' the World thy Truth has run; 
Till Chrift has all the Nations bleſt 

That ſee the Light, or feel the Sun. 


Great Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 

Bleſs the dark World with heav'nly Light: 
Thy Goſpel makes the Simple wiſe, 

Thy Laws are pure, thy Judgments right. 


6 Thy nobleſt Wonders here we view 
In Souls renew'd, and Sins forgiv'n; 
Lord, cleanſe my Sins, my Soul renew, 


The Books of Nature and of Scripture compared : or 


1 1 * Heav'us declare thy Glory, Lord, 


And make thy Word my Guide t Heay'ny 
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PSALM XIX. 37 
u XIX. To the Tune of the 11th Pſalm, 


abs The Book of Nature and Scripture, \ 
hits, Reat Gos, the Heav'n's well order'd Frame 
Declares the Glories of thy Name ; 
ere thy rich Works of Wonder ſhine, N 
ö zuſand ſtarry Beauties there, 
puſand radiant Marks appear 
boundleſs Pow'r, and Skill divine. | 
1 Night to Day, from Day to Night, | 
pared : or E and the Weh Light, 5 
del. ures of heav'aly Wiſdom read; 
filent Eloquence they raiſe 
Lord, Thoughts to our Creator's Praiſe, 
7 9 ; d neither Sound or Language need, 
I 
: g their divine Inſtructions run 
as the Journies of the Sun, 
12 feſ nd ev'ry Nation knows their Voice: 
r Sun, like ſome young Bridegroom dreſt, 
t aks from the Chambers of the Eaſt, 
: olls round, and makes the Earth rejoice, 
Nr , re'er he ſpreads his Beams abroad, 
miles, and ſpeaks his Maker Gos: 
* l Nature joins to ſhew thy Praiſe ; 
; Cop in ev'ry Creature ſhines ; 
t as the Book of Nature's Lines. 
run; ut fairer in the Book of Grace. 
Paus. 
e the Volumes of an Word ; 
„Light: at Light and Joy thoſe Leaves afford 
h o Souls benighted and diſtreſt! 
ts right. Precepts guide my doubtful Way, 
8 | "car forbids my Feet to ſtray, 
1 hy Promi ſe icads my Heart to reſt. 
ene w, the Diſcoveries of thy Law 
> Heav'n, perfect Rules of Life I draw ; 


ncſe are my Study and Delight; 


26 PSALM. xx. 
Not Honey ſo invites the Taſte, 
Nor Gold that hach the Furnace paſs'd; 
Appears ſo pleaſing to the Sight, 
7 Thy Threat'nings wake my flum'bring Eyes, 
And warn me where my Danger lies; 
But 'tis thy Bleſſed Goſpel, Lord, 
That makes my-guilty Conſeience clean, 
Converts my Soul, ſubdues my Sin, 
And gives a free but large Reward. 


1 Who knowsthe Errors of his Thoughts ? 
My Gon, forgive my {ecret Faults, 
And from preſumptuous Sins reſtrain ; 


r ſureſt. 


bm Thee 


may the 
pire our 
r Foes ſh 
quit the 
w ſave u 
let ou! 
| thy Sah 
d Joy an 


Accept my; poor Attempts of Praiſe, sar 
That I have read thy Book of Grace, Ou 
And Book of Nature not in vain. i 
| HE Kin 
Ps ALM XX. Long Metre. Shall 11 
d bleſt wi 
Prayer and Hope of V ory. lo Heavei 
For a Day of Prayer in Time of War. WM ſure De 
las ſpreac 
1 OW may the Gop of Pow'r and Grace Nd his ſuce 
* Attend his People's humble cry Vith Maje 
" Fehovah heavs. When 1jv'el prays, 
Aud brings Deliv'rance from on high. oe ns 
2 The Name of Jacob's Gop defends | Mercy fl 
Better than Shields or brazen, Walls; nd all ou 
He from his Sanctuary ſends | £3 
Succour and Strength when Zion calls. 9 TISNLEOL 
aall feel th 
Well he remembers all our Sighs, vengeful 
His Love exceeds our beſt Deſerts; hat hate h 
His Love acec pts the Sacrifice | 
Of humble Groans and broken Hearts. -1 thou ag 
4 In his Salvation is our Hope, ns 8 
And in the Name of Iſr'el's Gop, teir Ho 
Our Troops ſhall lift their Banners up, | 1 5 
Our Navies ſpread their Flags abroad. 12 t 
5 Some truſt in Horſes train'd for War, ſh! _= "2 
And iome af Chariots make theirBoalts rthine Al 


PSALM XXI. 
r ſureſt Fxpectations are 


ds dm Thee, the Lord of heav'nly Hoſts, 
may the Memory of thy Name 

8 BY pire our Armies for the Fight! 

4 : Foes ſhall fall and die with Shame. 

| e quit the Field with ſhameful Flight. ] 
w ſave us Lord, from ſlaviſh Fear, 

d. let our Hope be firm and ſtrong, 

oy | thy Salvation ſhall appear, 

> d Joy and Triumph raiſe the Song. 

rain: Ps ALM XXI. Common Metre, 

e 

* Our King is the Care of Heaven, 

8 HE King, O Lord, with Songs of Praiſe, 

re Shall in thy Strength rejoice; 

wen d bleſt with thy Salvation, raiſe 

Ye o Heaven his chearful Voice. 

of War. ſure Defence thro? Nations round 
las ſpread his glorious Name; 

nd Grace Wd his ſucceſsful Actions crown'd 

Cry 3 Vith Majeſty and Fame. 

jah en let the King on Gop alone, 

wk or timely Aid rely; 

; Mercy ſhall ſupport the Throne 

Is 3 nd all our Wants Supply. 

Als , Tighteous Lord, his ſtubborn Foes 

N all feel thy dreadful Hand: 
vengeful Arm ſhall find out thoſe 

$3 nat hate his mild Command. 

2 n thou againſt them doſt engage, 

A ny juſt, but dreadful Doom, 
„like a fiery Oven's Rage, 
heir Hopes and them conſume, 

1 , Lord, thy wond'rous Pow'r declare, 

5 nd thus exalt thy Fame; 

ar, 


it we glad Songs of praiſe prepare 
irBoalts 3 [tne Almighty Name. mo 


39 


PSALM XXII. 


| Chriſt exalted to the Kingdom, 
1 DD rejoic'd in God his Strength, 


But con the Son appears at length, 
Fulfils the Triumphs and the Praiſe. 


2 How great is the Meftah's Joy, 

In the Salvation of thy Hand ! 

Lord, thou haſt rais'd his Kingdom high, 
And giv'n the World to his command, 


g Thy Goodneſs grants what'er he will, 
Nor doth the leaſt Requeſt with-hold ; 
Bleffings of Love prevent him ſtil}, 
And Crowns of Glory, not of Gold. 


4 Honour and Majeſty divine 
Around his ſacred Temples ſhine ; 
Bleſt with the Favour of thy Face, 
And Length of everlaſting Days. 


5 Thy Hand ſhall find out all his Foes ; 
And as a fiery Oven glows 

With raging Heat and living Coals, 

So ſhall thy Wrath devour their Souls. 


PsALM XXII. 1—16. Firſt, Part 
Common Metre. 
The Sufferings and Death of Chriſt. 


1 \ \ THY has my Gop my Soul forſook 
Nor will a ſmile afford ? 
(Thus David once in Anguiſh ſpoke, 

And thus our dying Lord.) 


2 Tho? 'tis thy chief Delight to dwell 
Among thy praiſing Saints, 

Yet thou can't hear a Groan as well, 
And pity our Complaints. 


3 Our Fathers truſted in thy Name, 
And great Deliv'ranee found ; 


PSALM XXI. 1—9. Long Metre, 


Rais'd to the Throne by ſpecial Grace, 


In van 
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PSALM” XXII. 
ut I'm a Worm deſpis'd of Men, 
And trodden to the Ground. 


nkingth& Head they paſs me by, 
And laugh my Soul to Scotn; 
In vain he refs in COD; _—_ ory, 


60 wee | wy 


thou art he w hook m'd - Fleſh, 
By thine Almig! ty rd, 

d ſince I hung upon the Breaſt 

My Hope is in the-Lotdꝰ 


hy will my Father hide his. Face, 
When Foes ſnd threat'ning round, 
the dark Hour of deep . 
And not an Helper found 7 


| PAUSE, 
hold thy Darling left among 
he Cruel and the Proud; 


Bulls of Baſtan fierce and "Mt 
s Lions roaring loud. 


om Earth and Hell my Sorrows meet 
o multiply the Smart; * 
ey nail my Hands, they pierce my Feer, | 
And try to vex my Heart. 


t if thy Sdv' reign Hand let looſe 

he Rage of Earth and Hell, 

y will my heavenly Father bruiſe | 
he Son he loves ſo well ? 


God, if poſſible it be, 

ith-hold this bitter Cup : 
I reſign my Will to Thee, 
und drink the Sorrows up. 


y- Heart diſſolves with — unknown, 
n Groaps I waſte my Breat 

y heavy Hand hath brought me down 
ow as the Duſt of Death, 


ther, I give my Spirit up, 
nd truſt it in thy Hand, 
C 


PSALM. XXII. 


4 
My dying Fleſh ſhall reſt in Hope, 
And riſe at thy Command. 


P3aim XXII. 20, 21, 27— 1. iSxcond Part 


Common Metre. 
Chirft's Sufferings re 


= OW from the roarin Lion's Rag 
N Lord drote thy Son thy Son 
„% Nor leave thy Darling to engage 
« The Pow'rs of Hell alone 


2 Thus did our ſufffring Saviour pray 
With mighty Cries and Tears; 
Gov heard him it that dreadful day, 
And chas'd away his Fears.” 


3 Great was the Vict'ry of his Death, 
His Throne exalted high : 
And all the Kindreds T the Earth 
Shall worſhip, or fhall die. 


4 A num'rous Offspring muſt ariſe 
From his expiring Groans; , 
They ſhall be reckon'd in his Eyes 
For Daughters and for Sons. 


5 The meek and humble Souls ſhall ſee 
His Table richly Spread z - 
And all that feek the Lerd mall be 
With joys immortal fed. 
6 The iſles ſhall know the Rightcouſneſs 
Of our incarnate God, 
And Natious yet unborn profeſs 
Salvation in his Blood. 8 


-w 


PSALM XXII. Lina Metre, 
Chriſt's Sufferings and Exallation. 
OW let our mournful Songs record 


The dying Sorrows of our Lord 
When he complain'd in Tears and Blood, 


As one forſaken of his Goo. 
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PSALM XXIII. 43 


WT hc 7ews beheld him thus forlorn, ne | os 
ad ſhock their Heads and laugh'd in Scorn; 
+ He reſcu'd others from the Grave ; | 

cond Part. Now let him try himfelf to fave. 1 


+ This is the Man did once pretend 

God was, has Father and his Friend: 

if Gop the bleſſed lov'd him fo, . 
Why doth he fail to hely him nowꝰ “ 
arbarous people! Cruel Prieſts; 

ow they Rood round like ſavage Beaſts; 
ike Lions gaping to devour, 

hen Gop had left him in their Pow'r. 
hey wound his Head, his Hands, his Feet,. 
ill Streams of Blood each other Meet, 

y Lot his Garments they divide, 

nd moek the Pangs in. which he dy'd. 

ut Cod, his Father, heard his Cry 

ais'd from the Dead he reigns on high ; 
he Nations learn his Righteouſneſs, 


nd humble Swawpers taſte his Grace. 


Pzatm XXIII. Long Metre, 
| COD our Shepherd. 


Shepherd is the hiving Lord; 
Now ſhall my Wants be well ſupply'd; 


o 


is Providence and holy Word 
come my Safety and my guide. wo 
neſs | Paſtures where Salvation grows 4 
| | e makes me feed, he makes me reſt ;.. 
here living Water gently flows, 
ud all the Food divinely bleſt, 


y wand'ring Feet his Ways miſtake, - 


letre. t he reſtores my Soul to Peace, 
110 nd leads me for His Mercy's Sake 
5 | the tair Paths of Rightcoulneſs. 4 
* 4 o' I walk through the gloomy Vale 
ood. 


00 I, here Death and all 75 bo ettors are, 


* 


PSALM XX0115 
ſhell} never fail; 


My Heart an 
For- Cor my Shep 
Amidſt the Darkneſs and the Deeps, 


Thy ſtaff 2 my feeble. Steps, 

Thy Rod directe my doubtful Wey. 
6 The Sona of Earth and Sons of Hell, 
Gaze at thy Goodneſs, and repine 

To ſee my Table ſpread ſo wet 


7 [How I rejoice. when on myHead, 
Thy Spirit condeſcends to reſt ! 
'Tisd-Divine Anointing ſhed: = 
Like Oil of Gladneſs at a Feaſt; 


$ Surely the Mercies of the Lord. | 
Attend his Houſhold all their Days: 


To ſeek his Face/and Ying his Praife.J- 
. Ps ALM XXIII. Common Metre, 
2 M* Shepherd will ſupply my Need: 


Fehovak is his Name; 
In Paſtures freſh he maks me feed 
Beſide the living Stream. 
2 He brings my wand' ring Spirit back 
When I forſake his Ways; 
And leads me for his Mercy's Sake 
In Paths of Truth and Grace. 


3 When I walk thro” the Shades of Death 
Thy Preſence 1s my Stay, 

A Word of thy ſupporting Breath 
Drives all my Fears away. | 

4 Thy Hand in Sight of all my Foes 
Dot h ſtil] my table ſpread; a 
My cup with Bleſſing overflows, * 
Thine Oil anoints my Head. 

| 5 The ſure Proviſions of my Go 
Attend me all my Days: 


's with me there 


Thou art my Comfort, thou my Stay ; * 


With living Bread and cheurful Wine. 


There will I dwel to hear his Word, 
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PSALM KXIV. - 
D may thy Houſer boanive abode, 
And aH my Work be Praiſe! 
There would Lfiadia ſettled Reſt, 
(While others go andcome) 

o more a Stranger or a Gue 


But like a Child at Home. 8 
PsA Lad XXIII. Short. Metre. 


HE Lord my;Shephert is, 
I ſhall be welTTupply*d'! 
ince he is mine and I am his, - 


What can · I want. belide.? 


e leads me to the Place | 
Where heav'nly-· Faſture grows, 
here living waters gently pals, 
And full Salvation flows. 


e'er I go aſtray,, © 

He doth my $eub reclaim. 

d guides me in-hts own right Way, 

For his maſt holy Name. 

Thile he affords his Aid, 

I caunot yteld to. fear. ; 

o' ſhall walk thro' Death's dark Shade, 
ly Shepherd's with me there. | 


Spite of all my -Foes N 


4 Thou doſt my Labie ſpread, | 
y Cup with Bleſlings averflows, 
And joy exalts, my Head. 
heath e Bounties of thy {Love 


hall crown.my-{ollowing Days ; 
dr from thy Houſe will remove, 
or ceaſe to ſpeak thy Praiſe. 


Ps am KNTV. Common Metre. 
Drotlling with GOD. 


HE Earth. forever is the Lords, 
Wichtel num rous aer; 
ls | 4+ | 


PSALM xxtw. 
He rais'd its Arches o'er the Foods, 

And built it on the Seas. | 
2 But who among the Sons of Men 4 | 
May viſit thine Abode 7 


He that has Hands from Miſchief clean, 
Whoſe Heart is right with Gov. 


3 This is the Man may rife and take 
The Bleſſings of his Grace: 
This is the Lot of thoſe that ſeek 


Rejoi- 
Behol, 
Who «© 


Ye he: 
To ma 
Laden 
The C. 


The Gop of Jacob's Face. Rais'd 
| . He ope! 
4 Now let our Soul's immortal Pow rs, To give 
To meet the Lord prepate; ', +7 War th 
Lift up ye everlaſting Doors. 
The King of Glory's near. Main 


5 The King of Glory who can tell 
The Wonders of his Night ? 


He rules the Nations; but to dwell Life 
With Saints is his Delight. My * 

| My 
Psaim XXIV. Long Metre. Let not 


Still t. 


Sin, and 


Saints Dwell in Heaven : or, Chriſt's Aſcenſion, 


1 T2 ſpacious Earth is all the Lord's, Perſua 
And Men and Worms, and Beaſts and Lord, m: 

He rais'd the Building on the Seas, That I 
And gave it for their Dwelling-place. From the 

2 But there's a brighter World on high, Till th, 
Thy Palace, Lord, above the Sky, For thy 8 
Who ſhall aſcend that bleſt Abode, Wich e 
And dwell ſo near his Maker Go? Remembe 
3 He that abhors and fears to ſin, And lez 
Whoſe Heart is pure, whoſe Hands are cleat Forgive th 
Him ſhall the Lord the Saviour bleſs,. . And Fo 
And clothe his Soul with Righteouſneſs, The Lord 
Theſe are the Men, the pious Race, The Me 
That ſeck the Cop of Jacob's Face: And every 
The Me 


Theſe ſhall enjoy the bliſsful Sight, 
And dwell in everlaſting Light. 


Ter. 
Rejoice ye ſhinisg Worlds on high, 
Behold the King of Glory nigh; | 
Who can this King of Glory be ? 
The mighby Lord, the Saviour's He. 


PSALM XXv. 


* Ye heav'nly Gates, your Leaves diſplay, 
To make the Lord the Saviour Way ; 
Laden with fpoils from Earth and Hen, 
le Conqu'ror comes with Gop to dwell, 
* Rais'd from the Dead he goes before, 
He opens Heav'n's eternal Door, 
7 To give his Saints a bleſt Abode So. 
1 Near their Redeemer and their Gop. | 
PSALM XXV. 1— 11. Firſt Fart. Short Metre. 
Waiting for Pardon and Direction. 
Lift my Soul to Gon, 
My Truſt is in his Name; 
1 Let not my Foes that ſeek my Blood 
_ Still triumph in my Shame. 
's Aſcenſ.n Sin, and the Pow'rs of Hell, 
FE 14 Perſuade me to deſpair : 
51 4 * lord, make me know thy Cov'nant well, 
That I may 'ſcape the Snare. 
ICC. From the firſt dawning Light 
h Till the dark Ev'ning riſe, 
&*'3 For thy Salvation, Lora, 1 wait, 
10 With cver-longing Eyes. 
* 
18 Remember all thy Grace, 
And lead me in thy Truth: 
Forgive the Sins of riper Days 
ns _ And Follies of my Youth, 
uſneſs, The Lord is juſt and kind, 
The Meek ſhall learn his Ways, 
— 4 And every humble Sinner find 
4 The Methods of his Grace. 


C 4 


48 PSALM XXV. 
oC” For his own Goodneſs Sake 
He ſaves my Soul from Shame: 
He pardons (tho my Guilt be great) 
Thro' my R IR — 2 


PAIN XXV. 40% 14, 10, 18 Second Bart, 


2 © 1Divine Inſtruſtion. 
HERE. ſhall the Man be found 
That fears t' offend his Gov, 


That loves the Goſpel's jayful Soud, 
And trembles at the Rod ? | 


2 The Lord ſhall. make him know 
The Secrets of his Heart, 
The Wonders of his Cov'nant ſhow, 
And all his, Love impart. 
3 The Dealings of his Hand 
Are Truth and Mercy ſtill, 
With ſuch as to hrs Cov'nant hand, 
And love to do his Will. 


4 Their Souls ſhall dwell at Eaſe 

Before their Maker's Face ; 
Their Sced ſhall taſte the Promiſes 
1n their extenſive Grace, 


PAL N XXV.' 


22. "Third Bart. 


1 INE Eyes and my Dehre 
M Are ever to the Lord; 
I love to plead his Promiſes 
And reſt upon bis Word. 


2 Turn, turn thee to.my Saul, 
Bring thy Salvation near; 

When will thy Hand releaſe my Feet 
Out of the deadly Snare'? 


3 When ſhall the ſov?rezgn Grace 35 
Of my forgiving Cop, 

Reſtore me from thoſe Jangerous Ways 
My wand'ring Feet, aye trot 


Diſtreſs of the Soul: or, Backſliding and Deſertion, 
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N Deſertion, 


ys 


The Tumult af my Tho 
Meer but erftar nge my 
irit languiſhes, my Heart 
12 and low. *' 
Sn every Morning Light {M4 
My Sorrow new begins; 


Look on Anguiſh and my _—_ A 
And pardon all my Sine, OG 


Paus. 


Bebold the Hoſts of Hell, 

How ct ul is their Hate? 
Againſt my Life they riſe and lola 3 
Their Fury with Deceit. HF 


O keep my Soul from Death, ; - Rn 
Nor put my Hope to Shame,, to 
For I have plac'd my onty — 12 

In my Redeemer s N eO £ 
With humble Faith I wan: ? 1 40 
To ſee thy Facewgam erer 
Ot el it ſhall nee be ſaint; A 4 Hl 
He ſought the Lord invain. 
Ps ALM XXVII. Mere. 
my 
Se Fexamination: or, Evidence, of CH. 
UDGE me, O Lord, and prove my AY 
And try my Reine, and4ry my Het, 
My Faith upon thy Promiſe Rays, | | 
Nor from thy Law my Feet depart. ” 9 
I hate to walk, I hate to t 
Vith Men of Vanity and Lies : 
The Scoffers and the Hypoerne 
Are the Abhorrence of mine Eyes- 
Amongſt thy Saints will I appear 
Vith Hands well wafh'& in Innacence 2 | 7 
but when I ſtand before thy Bar, 
he Blood of Chriſt is my Defence. BY 
L love thy Habitation, Lord, "= 2 
The Temple here thiue Honours dwell * * 
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70 SAM XXVIT. 


There ſhall 1 hear hy boly Word, 
And thy Worksof Wonder tell. 


$ Let not my Soul be join'd at laſt 
With Men of Treach ry and ofBlood 
Since I my Days on Barth have paſt- 
Among the Saints, and meat amy: God, 


PSALM XXVII. 6. Firſt Part. 
Common Metre.. | 
The Church is our-Dilight and Safety, 


2 1% Lord of Glary is m Light, 
And my Salvation too: 
Gov is my Strength; nor will 1 fear 
What all my. dos can do. 


One Privilege my Heart deſires 3 
O grant me an Abade 
Among the Churches of thy Saints, 
The Temples of my GO! 


4 There ſhall I offer my Requeſts, 
And ſee tity Beauty till: 
Shall hear thy . of Love, 
And thereinquire t hy Will. 


4 When Troubles: vide, and.Starms appear, 
There may bis Children hide: 

Gop has 2 ſtrong Pavilion, where 
He makes my Soul- abide. 


5 Now ſhall my Head be = ep: 
Above my Foes at Aceh 
And Songs * Joy and, ry 
Within thy Temple ſound. 


PALM XXVII. 8 9, 18, 14. Second Park 
Frayer and Hope. 
* as I heard my Father ſay; 
6«. Ye Children, ſeek my Grace, 


My Heart reply'd without Delay 
« PU ſeek my Father's face.“ 


And Lig] 
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PSALM, XXIX. 


aw. 
Let not thy Lace be hid from me, „ 
Nor frown my Soul away; 1 
Gop of my Life, I fly to thee _ | 
In a diſtrefling Day. n J 


Should Friends and Kiudted near and dea 
Leave me to Want or dic, 

My Con would make my Life his Care, : 
Anil all my Need fupply. | 


My fainting Pleſh had dy'd with * 
Had not my foul believ'd, * 7 
To ſee thy Grace provide Relief, RI 
Nor was my Hope deceiv'd. | 
Wait on the Lord, ye trembling n 1811 
And keep your Courage up 
He'll raiſe your Spirit when it faints, 
And far exceed your Hape. 


PSsALM XXIX. Long Metre. 
Storm and Thunder. 
IVE to the Lord, ye Sons of Fame, 
Give to the hord, Reno wn and Power, 


Aſcribe due Honours to his Name, 
And his eternal Might adore. 


art. 


2 


The Lord proclaims his Power aloud 

O' er the Ocean and the Land; N 
His Voice divides the wat ty Cloud. | 
And Lightnings blaze at his Commart. 


He ſpeaks, and Tempeſt, Hail, .and Wind, 
Lay the wide Foreſt bare around; 

The fearful Hart, and Frighted Hind, 

Leap at the Terror of the Sound. yy 


To Lebanon he turns his Voice, 

And lo, the lately Cedars break; 
The Mountaius tremble at the Noiſe,. * 
The Vallies roar, the Delarts guake. ; ＋ Fo. 


The Lord fits Say” reigg on the Flood 1. 


The Thund'rer geſgut Fig ba et Kine: 1 


* 


- PSALM Xxx. 
But makes his-Cltureh His bleſt Abode, 
Where we his awful Glories ing. 


s In gentler Language there the Lord 
The Counſels of his Grace imparts ; 
Amid#rhe raging Storm his Word 
Speaks Peace and Courage to our Hearts; 
PALM XXX. Firſt Part. Long Metre, 
| | Sickneſs beal'd and Sorrow remov'd. 
„ Wilbextol Thee, Lord, on high, 
1 At thy Command Diſeaſes fly; 
3 
| 
| 


18 1165 
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1 
1 ' 
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Who but a Cos en ſpeak and ſave 
15 From the dark Borders of the Grave ? 
Sing to the Lord, ye Saints of his, 
| | And tell how large fis Goodneis is; 
Let all your Pow'rs rejoice, and bleſs, 
While you record his Holineſs. 


2a His Anger but a Moment ſtays ; 
His Love is Life arid Length of Days : 
Tho' Griet and Tears the Night Employ; 
The Moruing- Har reſtores the Joy. 


PSsALN XXX. Ver. 6. Second Part. 
Health, Sickneſs and Recorery. 


EY 1 IRM was my Health, my Day was bright, 
| And I preſum'd t'would ne'er be Night; 

Fondly I ſaid within my Heart, 

« Pleaſure and Peace ſhall ne er depart.” 


WM 2 But 1 forgot thine Arm was ſtrong 
Which made my Mountain ſtand {o long: 
Soon as thy Face began to hide, 

My Health was gone, my Comforts dy'd. 


I cry'd aloud to Thee, my Gov : | 

«© What can't thou profit by my Blood ? 
« Deep in the Duſt can I declare : 
« Thy Truth, or ſing thy Goodneſs there ? 


«4 Hear me, O Gov of Grace, I faid, 
4 And bring me from among the Drad.“ 
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PSALM Xxx. 
hy Work rebuk*@ the Pains Ifelt, 
hy pardoning Love remov'd my Guilt. 


y Groans, and Tears, and Forms of Woe, ' 
re turn'd to Joy and Praiſes now; 

throw my Sackcloth on the Ground, 

nd Eaſe and Gladnefs gird me rouud. 


y Tongue, the Glory of my Frame, 

1all ne'er be ſilent of thy Name; 

hy Praife ſhall found thro' Earth and Heav'n, 
or Sickneſs heal'd, and Sins forgiv'n. q 


Alu XXXI. 4, 13—19, 22, 23. Firft Part. 
Common Metre. 
Deliverence from Death, 


NTO thine Hand, O Gov of Truth, 
My Spirit I commit : \ 
hou bal redeent'd my Soul from Dea th, 

And ſav'd me from the Pit. a 


he Paſſions of my Hope and Fear 
Maintain'd a double Strife, 

nile Sorrow, Pain, and Sin conſpir'd 
To take away my Life: 


My Times are in thy Hand, 1 cry'd, 
„% HR I draw near the Duſt :" 

hou art the Refuge where I hide, 
The God in whom I truſt. 


make thy reconciled Fate 

Upon thy Servant ſhine, _ 

nd ſave me for thy Mercy's Sake, 
ForlI'm entirely thine, 


PAUSE. 
Twas in my Haſte, my Spirit ſaid, 
„ muſt de po and dic, 
l am cut off before thine Eyes ; 
But thou haſt heard my cry. J 


by Goodneſs how divinely free ! 
How wond'rous isthy Grace,. 


PSALM XXI. 


To thoſe that fear thy Majeſty, 
And truſt thy Promiſes! 
7 O Love the Lord, all ye his Saints, 
And ſing his Praĩſes loud; 
He'll bend his Ear to your Complaints, 
And recompenſe the Proud. 


1 Heart rejoices in thy Name. 
8 My God, my Help, my Truſt; 


i Mine Honour from the Duſt. 
2 © My Life is ſpent with Grief,” I cry'& 


« My Years conſum'd in Groans, | 


«© And Sorrow waites, my Boncs. 


3 Among mine Enemies my Name 
Was a mere Proverb grown, 
While to my Neighbours I became 
Forgotten and unknown. 


4 Slander and Fear-on every Side 
Sciz'd and beſet me round, 
I to the Throne of Grace apply'd, 
And ſpeedy Reſcue found. 


aus 


666 


5 How great Deliv'rance thou halt wronght, 
Before the Sons of Men ! 
_ The lying Lips to Silence brought, 
And made their BVsſtings vain ! 


6 Thy Children, from the Strife-of Tongues, 
Shall thy Pavilion bide, 
Guard them from Inſamy and Wrong, 
And cruſh the Sons of Pride. 
» Within thy fceret hreſenee, Lord, 
Let me for cer aiwell; © 


PzalLm XXXI. 74, 18—21. Second Þ 
Deliverance from Slander and Reproack. 


Thou haſt preſery'd my Faee from Shame, 


„% My Strength decays mine Eyes ate dry d, 
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« Spirits h. 
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To keep hi 


0 pS 7 % 9 | 
o fenced City walf*d and bayr'® 
Secures a Saint fo wells © 


Paal NN NI. Shows Mutce. N 


Bleſſeck Souls are-they,, 
Whoſe Suns are cover'd o'er) 
ivincly bleſt, to whom the Lord 
Imputes their Guzlt-no more. 
ey mourntheir Follics paſth 
And keep their Hearts With Care; 
cir Lips and Lives without Deceit 
Shall prove 'thcir Faith ſincere. 
hile I concealid my Guilt,. 
I felt the feſt'ring Wound, 
11 I confeſs'd. my Sins to Thee 
And ready Pardon found. 


t Sinners learn ta pray, ty 
Let Saints keep near the Throne: 


ur Help in Times of deep diſtreſs 
Is found in Gov alone. | 


PzALmM XXXIL. Common Metre. 


Pardon, and Sincere Obedience ; or, Con and 
R ory Cnfeſi 


APPY the Man te whom his Con 
No more i s his Sin, 

t, waſh'd.1n the Redeemer's Blood, 
Hath made his Garments clean ! 

ppy, beyond. Expreſſion he 
Whoſe Debts are thus diſcharg'd ; 
d from their guilty adage hee, 
He feels his Soul<nlarg'd. | 
« Spitits hates Deceit and Lies, 
His Words are all ſincere; 
e guards his Heart, he guards his Eyes, 
To keep his Conſcience clcar. 


66 PSALM XXXII. 
While I my inward: Guilt ſoppreſt, 
x No Quite could find: , ___ + 
Thy Wrath lay burning in my Breaſt; 
And — my — id:. 

5. Then I confef/d my troubled Thaughts, 
My — Sins — ; 2 
Thy pardoning Grace forgave my Faults,. 

Thy Grace my Fardon feal'd/ 
6. This-ſhall invite thy Saints topray ; 
When like a raging Flood 
Temptations-riſe, our Strength and Stay 
Is a forgiving Gov. . 


1 LEST is the Man, for ever bleſt, 
Whoſe Guilt is pardon'd by his Gon, 
Whoſe Sins with Sorrow aze. confeſt, 
And cover'd with his Saviour's Blood. . © 
2 Bleſt is the Man to whom the Lord 
Imputes not his Iniquities, 
He pleads no erm of Reward, 
And not on Works, but Grace relies. 
3 From Guile his Hestt and Lips are free, 
His — 195, his boly Fear, 


And join to prove his Fuith ſinoere. 


4 How glorious is that Righteouſneſs 
That hides arid cancels Ml his Sins? 
While a bright Evidence of Grace 
Thro' his whole Life appears and mines. 


PSALM XXXII. 


A guilty Conſeitnce xas d by Coiife ſion and 'Pard 


1 WW RE I keep Silence and conteal 
My heavy Cuik within my Hicert, 


PAM XXXI1.. Fiſt Part: Long Metre 
Repentance and Free Pardon : or, Fuſtiftcatian and! 
tification, 


* 


With deep Repenitance well agree r 


Second Part. Long Mett 
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PSADM PXXXIIE 7 
hat Torment doch · my C onſcience feel P t. 9 
hat Agonies ofiinward Smarty! . 5 


ſpread my Sins before the 1 
nd all my ſecret Faults confe 
ny Goſpel fpeaks aj pard;oming. Word, [ 
hine holy Spirit ſeals the Grace. 

or this ſhall ev'ry humble Sul eg 
ike fwift Addrees to thy Scat; Ao". hr 
hen Floods'of hy 5: Temptations roll, 

here ſhall they bleſt Retreat. 


»w ſafe beneath thy Wings lie, 

Then Days grow dark, and Storms appear. ; 
nd when I'walk, thy watchful Eye 

all guide me ſafe from ev'ry Snare. 3 


ru XXXIII. Firſt Part. Common Metre. 
Works of Creation and Providence. 


D Ejoice, ye Righteeus in the Lord, 
This Work belongs to you: 

g of his Name, his Ways, his Word, 

How holy, juſt, and true! 


s Mercy and his Righteouſneſs 
Let Heav'n and*Earth-proclaim ; 
s Works of: — fir Grace, 
Reveal his wond'rons: Name. 


$ Wiſdom-and Almighty Word 
he heav'nly Arches ſpread ; 

d by the Spirit of the; Lond | 

heir 2 


bid the liquid waters HW 
Io their appointed Beep; | 


eflowing, Seas their Limus know, - -- 
nd their own Station keep. 


Tenants of the ſpacious Earth, 
ich Hear before him ſtand . 
ſpoke, and Natute took: eee, . 
nd ws Sie Gunmen, | 


0 7 11 


90 Lit; 31; * 243 


PSALM XXXIII. 
6 He ſcorns the angry Natiom Rage, 


And breaks their vain Deſigns s tice anc 
His Counſel, Rand thro” ev'ry Age, nd the » 
And in full Glory ines. f His Wo 


ow wide 
nd by th 
Were al 


P$8ALM XXXIII. Second Furt. Common v 
Creatures vain, and God All-ſufficient, 


: Dlxsr is the Nation where the Lord gathers | 
Hath fix'd his gracious Throne; boſe wat 
Where he reveals his heav'uly Word, In the v 
And calls their Tribes his own. e ſpake, 
2 His Eye with, inaite Survey oo 
Does the whole World behold ; Were at 
He form'd us all of equal Clay, EY 
And knows our feeble Mould. et Mortal 
| race) | God of ſ 
3 Kings are not reſcu'd by the Force Nor dare 
Of Armies from the Grave; ain are ye 
Nor Speed, nor Courage of an Horle, ut his ete1 
Can the bold Rider ſave, And rule 
4 Vain is the Strength of Beaſts, or Men, Lu XIII 
To hope for Safety thence 3 ce 
But holy Souls from Gov obtain 
A ſtrong and ſure Defence. # Happ) 
5 Gov is their Fear, and God their Truſt, «1 bui 
When Plagues or Famine ſpread; * Ty 
His watchful Eye ſecures the Jult - Ie for — 
Among ten thouſand Dead. But G * 
6 Lord, let our Hearts in Thee rejoice, a 
And bleſs us from thy Throne $i i; * A 
For we have made thy Word our Choice 2 2 
And truſt thy Grace alone. a COTS 
PALM XXXIII. As the 119th Pſalm, Ti r _ 
o guar 
1 E holy Souls, in Gop rejoice, h 
Y Your Maker's Praiſe — your Vo AL. 
Great is your Theme, your Songs be neu When De 
Singof his Name, his Word, his Ways, by watchf 
His Wor ks of Nature and of Grace, 'ho makes 


How wiſe and holy, juſt and true When W. 


- PSALM xXxXxIII. 


2 * 


ſtice and Truth he ever loves 
nd the whole Earth his Goodneſs proves, 
His Word the heav'nly Arches ſpread ; 
ow wide they ſhine from North to South ! 
ad by the Spirit of his Mouth, | 
Were all the ſtarry Armies made. 


gathers the wide flowing Seas, 

boſe wat ry Treaſures know their Place, 

In the vaſt Storehouſe of the Deep: 

e ſpake, and gave all Nature Birth, 

nd Fires, and Seas, and Heaven, and Earth, 
His everlaſting Orders keep. 

Were all the ſtarry armies made. 


et Mortals tremble and adore 

God of ſuch reſiſtleſs Power, 

Nor dare iudulge their feeble Rage: | 
ain are your Thoughts, and weak your Hands, 


le, ut his eternal Counſel ſtands, 
And rules the World from Age to Age. 
Men, Lu XIII. As the 119th, Pſalm. Second Part. 
Creatures vain, and Cod All. ſuſſicient. 
7 Happy Nation where the Lord 
Reveals the Treaſure of his Word, 
Truſt, And builds his Church, his carthly Throne! 
& z 1s Eye the Heathen World ſurveys, 
i le form'd their Hearts, he knows their Ways, 
; But Cop their Maker is unknown. 
ice, et Kings rely upon their Hoſt, 
. nd of his Strength the Champion boaſt; 
Choice, In vain their Boaft, in vain rely: 
rs 14281 a vain we truſt the brutal 4 
Am. Fir Speed, or Courage of an Horſe, 
am. Fil To guard his Rider or to fly. 
ie Eye of thy Compaſſion, Lord, | 
es your VoWoth more ſecure Defence afford : 
ugs be neu When Death or Dangers threat'ning ftand ; 
Ways, hy watchful Eye preſerves the Juſt, 
ce, ho makes thy Name their Fear and Truſt, 
rue | When Wars or Famine walle the Land. 


4 In Sickneſs or the bloody Field, 
Thou our, Phyſician, thou our Shield, 
Send us Salystion from thy Throne; 
We wait to ſce thy Goode ſs ſhine; 
Let us rejoiee in Help, Divine, 


For all our Hope is Go alone. 


Paal XXXIV. Firſt Part. Long Metre 


GO D's Gare of ide: Sainte: or, Daliveranee-· ) 
1 1 ORD, 1 will bleſs thee ill my days, 


Thy Praiſe ſhall, dwell upon my Tong 


My Soul ſhall'Glory in thy Grace, 
While Saints rejoice to hear the Song. 
2 Come, magnify the Lord with me, 
Come, let us all exalt his Name; 
I ſought th' eternal Gon, and He 
Has not expos'd my Hope to Shame. 


3 I told him all my ſecret Grief, 
My ſecret Groaning reach d his Ears; 
He gave my inward Pains, Relief, 
And calm'd the Tumult of my Fears. 


3 To him the, Poor lift up their E 


Their Faces feel the heav'nly Shine; 
A Beam of Mercy from the Skies 
Fills them with Light and Joy divine. 


5 His holy Angels pitch their Tents 
Around the Men that ſeree the Lord: 

O fear and love him, allchis, Saipts, 
Taſte o&hasGraeeg, auch trait his Word. 

2 The wild youggLions pinedavithi Pain - 
And Hunger, roar thre*l] the Wood; 
Bat none ſhall feck the Lord wawain, - 
Nor want Supplies vobretliGood. 


PsaLM XXXVI. 11-22. Second Part.” Long Mt 


Religious. hducation : or,  tuftruthiangf Pity. 
3 Hilden in Mears edge young, 
our herents hope, yxour Barents Joy; 
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Prayer art 
A bleſs | 
How goc 
humble 8 
ome, he 


g to the J 
OW poor 
r was his 
or was h 


en threat 
nd endle 
e the lou. 
Ledoublin 
Id the Lo 
ith heay 


gave my | 
nd filenc 


end the Counſeli of my Tongue, | 
pious Thoughts :your:Ma e THAN 
ou defire a Length of Days, © 

d Peace to crown yaur mortal State; 


rain your Feet from impious Ways, 
ur Lips from Slander 


Eyes of Cop regard. his Saints, 3 
Ears are open to their Cries. — f 

ſets his frowning Face a 

Sons of Moelence and _—_ 


humble Souls and:broken Hearts, 
> with his Graee ia ever nigh ;. 

Jon and Hope his Love imparts, : 1 
en Men in Contrition lies ' + / 


tells their Tearzs he counts, their Greans,. 2 
Son redeems their. Sauls:from Death; 
Spirit heals their broken Bones, 

y in his Praiſeemploy their Breath: 


P3aim XXXIV. 1-10: Firft Part. 
Common Metre 

Prayer and Praiſe for eminent Deliverance. 

L bleſs the Lord. from Day to Day ; | 4 

How good are all his Ways 7 | 1} 

— Souls that. uſe to pray, _ { 

ome, help my Lips to praiſe. 1 1 


g to the Honour of his Name, | 

ow poor a Sufferer:cry'd, ; 

r was his Hope expos'd to Shame, | - 
or was his Suit deny'd. 


en threat'ning Sorrows round me ſtood, ? 
nd endleſs Fears aroſe, : 
e the loud Billows of a Flood, ; 
Ledoubling all my Woes. 


ld the Lord my fore Diſtreſs 

ith heavy Groans and Tears, 
gave my ſharpeſt Torment Eaſe, 
\nd ſilenc'd all my Fears. 


„ übte N e 
5 (0 Sinners, come and taſte his Love, 
Come, learn his pleaſant Ways, 
And let your own Experience prove 
The Sweetneſs of his Grace. 
6 He bids his Angels pitch their Tents 
Round where his Children dwell; 
What 11ls their heavinly Care prevents 
No earthly Tongue can telſ. 1 
[O love the Lord, ye Saints of his; 
His Eye regards the Jult! _ 
Wow richly bteſs'd their Portion is, 
Who make the Lord their Truſt! 


9 Young Lions pinch'd Hunger roar, 
And famiſh in the Wood. 
But 60 ſapplics His holy Por - 
With ev'ry netdfol Good.] 
PALM XXXIV. 11—22. Second Part, | 
Common Metre, 
E xhortations to Peace and Holineſs, 


1 


7 


1 
4 And let your Days be long, 4. 
Let not a falſe bt ſpitefal W rd 1 
Be found upon your Tongue. | 
2 Depart from Miſchief, practice Love, 
Purſue the Works of Peace; © 
So ſhall the Lord your Ways approve, ' * 
And ſet your foifls at Eaſe, | 


3 His Eyes awake to bee the juſt, 
His Ears attend their Cry; 
When broken Spirits dwell in Duſt, 
The Gop ef Grace is nigh, _ 


4 What tho' the Sorrows here they taſte 
Are ſharp and tedious two, i 
The Lord who faves them all at laſt, 
Is their Supporter now. 


ONE, Children learn to fear the Lord, 
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vel ſhall ſmite the Wicked dead:y-' | 
But Gop ſecures his o, 

Prevents the Mrſobref when they mY 
Or heals the broken Bone. 


Vhen Deſolation, ea rod, 1 — 157 1 
O'er the praud Sinner rot} 4 o4ets 


aints find a Refuge in their Cov, - 
For he redeem' d heit Souls. 


PzALM XXXV. 1—9. W e "TE 


Common Metr e. 
her and Faith of perſecutad Saints: or, Imprecations 


mixed with Charity. 


With all the Seay ef Strife z 4 
nd fight againſt the Many of Blood, 
Who fight, againſt my Life. 


raw out thy Tpear, and ſtop their Way, 
Lift thine avenging Red! $6.7 © 


ut to my Soul in Mercy lay, 
Jan thy Saviour GOD,” 


And Nets of Miſchief ſpread: : 
lunge the Deſtroyers in the! Pin | 
That their own Hands have made. 


et Fogs and Darknefs hide their Way 
And ſlippery be their Ground ; 


And all their rage confound. 


ey fly like Chaff before the Wind, 
Before thine angry Breath; 

he Angel of the Lord bebind ; C8240 
Purſues them down to Death. - 


hey love the Road that leads to Hell 
Then let tlie Rebels die, 

hoſe Malice is implacable 

Againſt che r on high. 


OW plead the Cauley, Almighty cas, ö 


hey plant their Snares to catch my Feet, 24 


hy Wrath ſhall make their Lives a rrey, 2 


54 _ PSATAT — 
7 But if thou haſtucholenifew ' | 
Amongſt that impious Races 


25411 


Divide them fromrithe- Perſeclis 
By thy emo fromthe bloody , 

$ Then will I raiſeqmyjtugefol Voices IGH 

To make thy Wanders.known,; 0 f Thy 

In their Salvatian VIlrgzoice, . a | hy Truth 

And bleſs thee for my aun That vails 

or ever f 

PaK XN. Here 42,1 246 Second Por Wh; Mount: 

Viſe are t! 

Love w 5 2 ge 8 R hy Judgn 

hy provi 

EHOLD the L , zoth Man 

HOLD th Lore the getru Love, e. 

Hark how his Jounding Bowels: move zut Saints! 

To his afflicted· bes- f ly Gop! 

2 When they are ſick, his Soul complains Vbence all 

And Jeenis to feel the Smart; he Sons © 

The Spirit of the Goſpebreigns; ly to the S 

And melts his pious Heart. tom the P 

g How did his flowing Tears cendole Ve ſhall be 

As fora Brother dead! here Mere 

And faſting, mortify!d his Soul, ind brings 

While for their- bife be preyid. ile, like a 

4 They groan'd, and curs'd him on their Bed, “ 5 fro! 

Yet ſtiit he pleads and-mourns;, . nd in thy 

And double Rleſkngsondis Head be Glories 

| The rightcous Con returns. LM XXX 

5 O glorious Type of heav'nly Grace! 

Thus Chriſkthe Lord appears: | 

While Sinners curſe, the Saviour prays, ical Athei/ 

And pitics them with Tears. 

6 He the true David, Iſrael's Kin HILI 

Bleſt and belov'd.of Gon, 1 4 Ar 

To ſave us Rebels, dead in Sin, J Aeart v 


Paid his own demreſt Blood, | „Their 


their Bed, 


PSALM XXXVE, 65 
Ps.1m XXXVI. 53-9. Long Metre. 


Perſections and Providence of GOD or, General Pro. 
vidence and Special Grace, 


IGH in the Heavn's, eternal Cop, 

Thy Goodneſs in full Glory ſhines ; 
hy Truth ſhall break thro? ev'ry Cloud 
hat vails and darkens thy Deſigns, 


or ever firm thy Jaſtice ſtands, 

s Mountains their Foundations keep: 
Viſe are the Wonders of thy Hands ; 
hy Judgments are a mighty Deep, 


hy providence is kind and large, 

oth Man and Beaſt thy Bounty ſhare; 
'he whole Creation 1s thy Charge, 

zut Saints are thy peculiar Care. 


ſy Gop ! how excellent thy Grace: 

Vhence all our Hope and Comfort ſprings; 
he Sons of Adam in Diſtreſs 

ly to the Shadow of thy Wings. 


tom the Proviſions of thy Houſe 
Ve ſhall be fed with ſweet Repaſt; 
here Mercy like a River flows 

nd brings Salvation to our Taſte, 


ile, like a Fountain rich and free, 
prings from the Preſence of my Lord ; 
And in thy Light our Souls ſhall ſee 

he Glories promis'd in thy Word, 


LM XXXVI. 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, 9. Common 
Metre. 
lical Atheiſm expoſed : or, the being and Attributes o 
25 aſſerted. * | 4 . 


HILE Men grow bold in Wicked Ways, 
And yet a Gov they own, 
ly Heart within me often ſays, 
+ Their Thoughts believe there's none.“ 
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66 FSALM XXXVI. 


» Their Thoughts and Ways at once declare [Me wa 


(Whate'er their Lips profeſs) In at 
God hath no Wrath for them to fear, Till hi; 
Nor will they ſeek his Grace. Expo. 
| 3 What ſtrange Self-flatt'ry blinds their Eyes ? ds Men 
| But there's a haſt'ning Hour, ; His V 
| When they ſhall ſee with ſore Surprize Wiſdom 
| The Terrors of thy Pow'r. And | 
4 Thy Juſtice ſhall maintain its Throne, He plots 
= Tho“ Mountains melt away; New \ 
The Judginents are a World unknown, Mo foes 
* A deep unfathom'd Sea. To pra 
| | Above the Heav'n's created Rounds, zut there? 
| Thy Mercies, Lord, extend 5 | The? M 
f f Thy Truth out-lives the narrow Bouuds, Elis juſtic 
| Where Time and Nature end, Shall on 
5 Safety to Man thy Goodneſs brings, bs Track 
| Nor overlooks the Beaſt ; ; In Heavy 
| Beneath the Shadow of thy Wings Deep as th 
Thy Children chuſe to reſt. His Ang 
8 
_— >» [From Thee, When Creature: ſtreams run low Ho * 
| And mortal Comforts die, MWnence 
Perpetual Springs of Life ſhall flow, D never let 
| | And raiſe our Pleaſures high. From un 
| 2 Tho! all created Light decay, . PSALM 
. And Death cloſe up our Eyes, 
| Thy Preſence makes eternal Day 
| Where Clouds can never rife.] Cure of 1 
it wards of t 
4 PsaLM XXXVI. 1—7. Short Metre. Why; Hatr, 
The Wickedneſs of Man, and the Majeſty of God: or; HY ff 
| 4 ras Atherfm expoſed. T0 
8 Ur envy Si 
2: HEN Man grows bold in Sin, By Violen 
a My Heart within me cries, 
„ He hath no Fear of Gop within, 15 low'ry U 


„% Noi Fear before his Eyes.“ Before the 


PSALM XXXVII. 


clare [fe walks a while conceal'd 
In a ſelf-flatt'ring Dream, 
D Till his dark Crimes at once reveal'd, 


Expoſe his hateful Name.] 


r Eyes ? His Heart is falſe and foul, 
His Words are ſmooth and fair; 
ze Wiſdom is baniſh'd from his Soul, 
And leaves no Goodnels there. 


1 als 1 1 
SE = pd . = 
wa - 8 - _ l * 

— * 21 — — 
_ —_— r _ M4 


"= — os 
— 


if 
ne, He plots upon his Bed . | i 

New Miſchiefs to fulfil ; N 4 
n, He ſets his Heart, and Hand, and Head, J. 


To pract iſe all that's ill. 


zut there's a dreadful God, 

The? Men renounce his Fear, 

His Juſtice hid behind the Cloud 
Shall one great Day appear. 
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is Truth tranſcends the Sky, 

In Heav'n his Mercies dwell : 

Deep as the Sea his Judgments lie, 1 
His Anger burns to Hell, 


— eto wo. NE 
— F 


s run low, ow excellent his Love, 


Whence all our Safety ſprings ! 
D never let my Soul remove 
From underneath his Wings ! 


PALM XXXVII. 1—15. Frrft Part, 
Common Metre. 


Cure of Envy, Fretfulneſs, and Unbelief : or, The 
Rewards of the Righteous and the Wicked :; or, The 
Vorid's Hatred and the Saints Patience. 


NJ HY ſhould I vex my Soul and fret 
To ſee the the Wicked riſe ? 

Ur envy Sinners waxing great | 
By Violence and Lies ? 1 


SS 4 — 
88 ws; 
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rt Metre. 
"God; or, 
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ks low'ry Graſs cut down at Noon; 
Before the Evening fades, 
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69 PSALM XXXII. 
So ſhall their Glories vaniſh ſoon! 
In everlaſting Shades. 


'3 Then let me make the Lord my Truſt, 
And practiſe all that's good; 
So ſhall I dwell among the Juſt, 


at XA 
rity to t 


WH 


The meat 


And he'll provide me Food. Excels 
4 I to my Gov my ways commit, The Wie 
And chearful wait his Will; | But ne 


e Saint 

Nor tu 
His Alms 
Among 
1s Mem' 


And bl 


Thy Hand, which guides my doubtful F 
Shall my Deſires fulfil. 


5 Mine Innocence ſhalt thou diſplay, 
And make thy Judgments known, 

Fair as the Light of dawning Day, 
And glorious as the Noon. 


Nis L 
6 The Meck at laſt the Earth poſſeſs, TY 2 
And are the Heirs of Heaven His ready 
True Riches, with abundant Peace, What he 


To humble Souls are giv'n. he Law = 


Deep in 
ed by the 
His Feet 


Vhen Sinn 


Paus. 


7 Reſt in the Lord, and keep his Way, 
Nor let your Anger riſe, 
Tho' Providence ſhould long delay 


To puniſh haughty Vice.  Preſery? 

; ES They ſhall | 

8 Let Sinners join to break your Peace And dw. 
And plot, and rage, and foam; p | 
The Lord derides them, for he ſees e 
Their Day of Vengeance come. The Way an 


9 They have drawn out the threat'ning Sword, 
Have bent the murd'rous Bow, 

To ſlay the Men that fear the Lord, no” they f 
And bring the Righteous low. 


20 My Con ſhall break their bows, and bu Tub. 0 
Their perſecuting Darts, He, * 1 
Shall their own Swords againſt them turn: Nor ho 


And Pain ſurprize their Hearts. 


PSALM XXXVII. 69 
atm XXXVII. 16, 21, 26—g1. Second Part. 


rity to the Poor ; or, Relig ion in Words and Deeds. 


HY do the wealthy Wicked boaſt, 
And grow profancly bold; 

The meaneſt Portion of the Juſt 

Excels the Singer's Gold. 


The Wicked borrows of his Friends, 
But ne'er deſigus to pay; 

e Saint is merciful and lends, 

Nor turns the Poor away. 


His Alms with lib'ral Heart he gives, 
Amongſt the Sons of Need; 
is Mem'ry to long Ages hives, 
And bleſſed is his Seed. 


His Lips abhor to talk profane, 

To ſlander or defraud ; 

His ready Tongue declares to Mem 
What he has learn'd of Gop. 

e Law and Goſpel of the Lord 
Deep in his Heart abide ; 

ed by the Spirit and the Word 
His Feet ſhall never ſlide. 


Vhen Sinners fall, the Righteous ſtand, _ 
Preſerv'd from ev'ry Snare, 


They ſhall poſſels the promis'd Land, 
And dwell for ever there. 


PSALM XXXVII. 13-29. Third Part. 
The Way and End of the Righteous and the Wicked. 
| God, the Steps of pious Men 

Are order'd by thy Will; 
ho' they ſhould fall they riſe again, 
Thy Hand ſupports them ſtill. 


he Lord delights to ſee their Ways, 
Their Virtue he approves : 
He'll ne'er deprive them of his Grace, 
Nor leave the Men he loves, 

D 3 


fg Sword, 
3 


and burn 


m turn: 
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3 The heav'nly Heritage is theirs, 
Their Portion and their Home; 

He feeds them now, and makes them Heirs, 
Of Bleſſings long to come. 


4 Wait on the Lord, ye Sch of Men, 
Nor fear when Tyranis toon; 

Ye ſhall confels their Pride was vain 
When Juſtice caſts them down, 


PAUSE, 


5 The haughty Sinner have I ſeen 
Notfearing Man nor Gop, 

Like a tall Bay-tree fair and green, 
Spreading his Arms abroad. 


6 And lo, he vaniſh'd from the Ground, 
Deſtroy'd by Hands unſeen : 

Nor Root, nor Branch, nor Leaf was found, 
Where all that Pride had been, | 


7 Butmark the Man of Righteouſneſs, 
His ſeveral Steps attend; 

True Pleaſure runs thro? all his Ways, 
And peaceful is his End. 


PSALM XXXVIII. Common Metre. 


er for — 4 and Health. 


2 MIDST thy Wrath remember Love, 
Reltore thy Servant, Lord, 
Nor let a Father's Chaſt'ning prove 
Like an Avenger's Sword, 


2 Thy Arrows ſtick within my Heart, 
My Flelh is ſorely preſt: 

Between the Sorrow and the Smart 
My Spirit finds no Reſt, 


9g My Sins a heavy Load appear, 
And o'er my Head are gone; 

Too heavy they for me to bear, 
Teo hard for me t'atene. . 


Guilt of Conſcience and Relief » or, Repentance and Pn 


My Thou; 
My He: 
and I go 
Beneatt 


Lord, I a 
None 0 
"he inwar 
The An 
\1] my D. 
Thine 1 
Jod every 
Is notic 


hou art 1 
My Go1 
y CoD 
When S 


My Foot 
My Foes 
They raiſe 
When t| 
But I'II co 
And gri 
I mourn 


And beg 


My Gon, 
And be 
O Lord of 
Before tl 


PSALM 


atchfulneſs 


HUS I 

6 NN 

© Leſt let 
Or do 
And if I'm 
With Me 


PSALM XXXIX. 


My Thoughts are like a troubled Sea, 

My Head ſtill bending down; | 
and 1 go mourning all the Day 
Beneath my Father's Frown. 


Lord, I am weak and broken ſore, 
None of my Pow'rs are whole; 

"he inward Anguiſh makes me roar, 
The Anguiſh of my Soul, * 


my Deſire to-thee is known, 
Thine Eye counts every Tear, 

\od every Sigh, and every Groan, 
Is notic'd by thine Ear. 

hou art my Gop, my only Hope, 
My Gop will hear my Cry, 

{v God will bear my Spirit up 

When Satan bids me die. 


My Foot is ever apt to ſlide, 

My Foes rejoice to fee't ; 
They raiſe their Pleaſure and their Pride 
When they ſupplant my Feet. 


But 1'1] confeſs my Guilt to Thee, 
And grieve for all my Sin ; 

I'} mourn how weak my Graces be, 
And beg Support Divine. 


Heir 3, 


, 


found, 


Metre. 


My God, forgive my Follies paſt, 
And be for ever nigh ; 

O Lord of my Salvation haſte, 

Before thy Servant die.] 


ce and Pri 


ve, 


Common Metre. 


P5sALM XXXIX. 1, 2, g. Firſt Part. 


atchfulneſs over the Tongue : or, Prudence and Zeal, 


Hus I reſolv'd before the Lord, 
Now wull I watch my Tongue, 
Leſt I let ſlip one ſinful Word, 
Or do my Neighbour Wrong.“ 
And if I'm e&'er conſtrain'd to itay 


With Men ct lives profane, 
D 4 
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PI! ſet a double Guard that Day, 
Nor let my Talk be vain. | 


| 3 I'll ſcarce allow my Lips to ſpeak 
The pious Thoughts I feel, 
Leſt Scoffers ſhould th' Oceaſion take 


To mock my holy Zeal. 


4 Yet if ſome proper Hour appear, 
I'll not be over-aw'd, 
But let the ſcoffing Sinner hear 
That I can ſpeak for Go. 


The Vanity of Man as mortal. 


| Thou Maker of my Frame; 
I would ſurvey Lite's narrow Space. 
And learn how frail I am. 


2 A Span is all that we can-boaſt, 
An Inch oritwo of Time ; 
Man is but Vanity and Duſt 
In all his Flower and Prime. 


3 See the vain Race of Mortals move 
Like Shadows o'er the Plain, 

They rage and ſtrive, deſire and love, 
But all their Noiſe is vain. 


4 Some walk in Honour's gaudy Show, 
Some dig tor golden Ore, ; 

They toil far Heirs they know not who, 
And ſtra it are ſeen ne more. 


5 What would I wiſh, or wait for then, 
From Creatures, Earth, and Duſt ? 

They make our ExpeCtations vain, 
And diſappoint our Truit, 

6 Now I forbid my Carnal Hope, 
My Fond Deſires recall; 

I zive my mortal Int'reſt up, 


Aud wake my Go my All, 


Psailm XXXIX. 4, 5, 6, 7. Second Part, 


1 EACH me the Meaſure of my Days, 
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I'm but a? 
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PsALM 


A Song 0 


Waited 
He boy 


cond Part. Yet may I plead with humble Cries, 
Remove thy ſharp Rebukes : 
aus, My Strength conſumes, my Spirit dies, T 


PSALM XL. 


PsALM XXXIX. g—13. Third Part, 


[4 of my Life, look gently dow n, 
Behold the Pains I feel; 

But I am dumb before thy Throne, FT 
Nor dare diſpute thy Will. 


Diſeaſes are thy Seryants, Lord, 
They come at thy Command: 

I'll not attempt a murm'ring Word, 
Againſt thy chaſt'ning Hand. 


Thro' thy repeated Strokes. 


Cruſh'd as a Moth beneath thy Hand, 
We moulder to the Duſt ; 

Our feeble Pow'rs can ne'er withſtand 
And all our Beauty's loft. 


[This mortal Life decays apace, 
How ſoon the Bubble's broke! 

dam and all his num'rous Race 
Are Vanity and Smoke. ] 


I'm but a Sojourner below, 
As all my Fathers were ; 
lay I be well prepar'd'to go, 
When I the ſummons hear. 


But if my Life be ſpar'd a while, 
Before my laſt Remove, 

Thy Praiſe ſhall be my Buſineſs ſtill, 
And I'll declare thy Love. 


PALM XL. t, a, 3, 5» 17. Firſt Part, 
Common Metre, 
A Song of Delicerance from great Diſtre/+. 


Waited patient for the Lord, 
He bow'd to hear my Cry; 


9 


Sick Bad Devotion: or, Pleading without pepuning. 
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74 PSALM XL. 


He ſaw me reſting on his Word, 
And brought Salvation nigh. * 


2 He rais'd me from a horrid Pit, 


Where mourning long I lay, 
And from my Bonds releas'd my Feet, 
Deep Bonds of miry Clay. 


3 Firm on a Rock he made me ſtand, 
And taught my cheerful Tongue 
To praiſe the Wonders of his Hand, 
In a new thankful Song. 


4 1'!! ſpread his Works of Grace abroad. 
Ihe Saints with Joy ſhall hear, 
And Sinners learn to make my Gop 
Their only Hope and Fear. 


5 How many are thy Thoughts of Love ? 
Thy Mercies, Lord, how great | 
We bave not Words nor Hours enough 
Their Numbers to repeat. 


6 When I'm afflicted, poor and low 
And Light and Peace depart, 
My Gop beholds my heavy Woe, 
And bears me on his Heart. 


PsaLm XL. 6—9. Second Part, Common Metr: 
The Incarnation and Sacrifice of Chriſt, 


1 HUS faith the Lord, © Your Work is vaig 
© Give your Burnt Off rings o'er ; 
„In dying Goats and Bullocks ſlain 
My Soul delights no more.” 


2 Then ſpake the Saviour, Lo, I'm here, 
© My Gop, to do thy Will; 

© Whate'er thy ſacred Books declare, 
« Thy Servant ſhall fulfil. 


„% Thy Law 1s ever in my Sight, 
© I keep it near my Heart; 

% Mine Eyes are open'd with Delight 
„ To what thy Lips impart,” 
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PSALM XL. 


And ſee, the bleſs'd Redeemer comes, 
Th' Eternal Son appears, 

And, at th' appointed Time, aſſumes 
The Body Go» prepares, 


t. Much he,reveal'd his Father's Grace, 
And much his Truth he ſhow'd, 
And preach'd the Way of Righteouſneſs, 
Where great Aſſemblies ſtood. 
His Father's Honour touch'd his Heart, 
He pity'd Sinner's Cries, 
32 And to fulfil a Saviour's Part, 
, Was made a Sacrifice. 
Pausx. 
No Blood of Beaſts on Altars ſhe 
e? Could waſh the Conſcience clean, 
But the rich Sacrifice he paid 
gh Atones for all our Sin. 
Then was the great Salvation ſpread, 
And Stans Kingdom ſhook ; 
Thus by the Woman's promis'd Seed 
The Serpent's Head was broke, 
\mon Met Psaim XL. £5—10. Long Mctre. 
Chriſt, Chriſt our Sacrifice, 
7ork is vail HE Wonders, Lord, thy Love was wrought, 
oer; Exceed our Praiſe, ſurmount our itcught, 
ould I attempt the long Detail, 
ly Speech would faint, my Numbers fail. 
n here, '0 Blood of Beaſts on altars ſpilt, 
6 an cleanſe the Souls of Men from Guilt ; 
are, but thou haſt ſet before our Eyes, 


in all- ſuflic ient Sacrifice. 


.0'thine eternal Son appears, 

Lo thy Deſigns he bows his Ears; 
ght lumes a Body well prepar'd, 

and well performa a Work ſo hard, 


26 PSALM XLT. 
| 4 8 2 I 3 (the Saviour eries, PSALM AX! 
ith Love and Duty in his Eyes 
] come to bear the heavy Lad * 
* Ot Sins, and do thy Will, my God. 

6 *Tis written in thy great Decree, W 1 
** Tis in thy Book foretold of Me, 8 ts | 
«© I muſt fulfil the Saviour's Part; Sg - pt 
« And lo! thy Law is in my Heart. w. 25 * 

hen [ha 

6 * I'll magnify thy holy Law, And m 
* And Rebels to obedience draw, So long a1 
When on my Croſs I'm lifted high, My He 
Or to my Crown above the Sky. 

Temptati« 
7 * The Spirit ſhall deſcend and ſhow And T. 
„% What thou haſt done, and what I do The Foe 1 
* The wond'ring World ſhall learn thy Grace, « And 
« Thy Wiſdom and thy Righteouſneſs, 5 
'Tis with 
P8ALM XLI. 2, 2, 3. Long Metre. I think 
Charity to the Poor: or, Pity tothe Aicted. 75 rp - 

1 LEST is the Man whoſe Bowels move, ; 9 
And melt with Pity to the Poor, But why, 1 
Whoſe Soul with ſympathizing Love Beneath 
Feels what his Fellow-Saints endure. Vay do m 
And fin 

2 His Heart contrive, for their Relief, 1 
More Good than his own Hands can do; 5 Th | 
He in the Time of gen'ral Grief * 1 
Shall find the Lord has Bowels too. Fo” Gag 

3 His Soul ſhall live ſecure on Earth, alu XL 
With ſecret Bleſſings on his Head, lancholy Th 
When Drought, and Peſtilenee and Dearth, 98 ; 
Around him multiply their Dead. Ay 

4 Or if he languiſh on his Couch, nd Times 
Gop will pronouuce his Sins forgiv'n, hen I hay 
Will ſave him with a healing Touch, luge Troul 
Or take his willing Soul to Heaven. weil like a 

by Water- 


nd riling! 


ps AIM XLII. 1—5. Fiſt Part. Common Metre. 


ertion and Hope : or, Complaint of Abſence from f 
4 lic Worſhip. fence 12 
ITH carneſt Longings of the Mind, 
My Gov, to Thee I look; 
So pants the hunted Hart to find 
And taſte the cooling Brook. 


When ſhall I ſee thy Courts of Grace, 
And meet my God again ? 
So long an Abſence from thy Face 
| My Heart endures with Pain. 


Temptations vex my weary Soul, 
And Tears are my Repalt ; 
o; The Foe inſults without Controul, 


hy Grace, « And where's your GOD at laſt “ 


's, 'Tis with a mournful Pleaſure now 
letre. I think on ancient Days : 

Nied. hen to thy Houſe did Numbers go, 
Ricke And all our Work was Praiſe. 
nove, 


But why, my Soul, ſunk down ſo far 
Beneath this heavy Load ? 

hy do my Thoughts indulge Deſpair, 
And fin againſt my Goo. 


lope in the Lord, whoſe mighty Hand 
Con all thy Woes remove : 
or I ſhall yet before him ſtand, 

Aud ſing reſtoring Love. 


balm XLII. 6—12. Sccond Part. Long Metre. 
aancholy Thoughts reproved : or, Hope in Aflictions. 
| A Spirit ſinks within me, Lord, 

But I will call thy Name to Mind, 
ind Times of paſt Diſtreſs record, 
hen I have found my Gop was kind, 


luge Troubles, with tumultuous Noiſe, 
dwell like a Sea, and round me ſpread ; 
by Water-ſpouts drown all my Joys, 
ad rihng Waves roll o'er my Head, 


78 PSALM XLIV. 

3 Vet will the Lord Command his Love, l hav 
When I addreſs his Throne by Day, Of du 

Nor in the Night his Grace remove ; ; 
The Night ſhall hear me ſing and pray. _ - 

4 I'nl caſt myſelf before his Feet, and this 
And ſay, © My Gop, my heav'nly Rock, Hard | 
« Why doth thy Love ſo long forget 
« The Soul that groans beneath thy Stroke ?“ ; 

I'll chide my Heart that finks ſo low, * er, 
Why ſhould my Soul indulge her Grief ? a mem 
Hope in the Lord, and praiſe him too; B P 

a y ſhar 
He is my Reſt, my ſure Relief. 

6 Thy Light and Truth ſhall guide me ſtill, | — 3 
Thy Word ſhall my beſt Thoughts employ; vn Pd ' 
And lead me to thine heav'nly Hill, 0 b _ 
My Gop, my moſt exceeding Joy. r ban 

| | Vil 

Psalm XLIV. 1, 2, 3, 8, 15—26. Comm ry 

Metre. or ever hi 
From ou 


The Clurch's Complaint in Perſecution, 
f Down to 
1 ORD, we have heard thy Works of old, And die 


| Thy Works of Pow'r and Grace, Liſe for ou 

When to our Ears our Fathers told And all | 
The Wonders of their Days. Rede 

2 How thou didſt build thy Churches here, One tows 

And make thy Goſpel known; Ve plead th 

Amongſt them did thine Arm appear, The Meri 


Thy Light and Glory ſhone. 


3 In Gop they boaſted all the Day 
And in a cheerful Throng, 
Did Thouſands meet to praiſe and pray, 
And Grace was all their Song. 


4 But now our Souls are ſeiz'd with Shame, 
Confuſion fills our Face, 
To hear the Enemy blaſpheme, 
And Fools reproach thy Grace, 


Yet have we not forgot our Gop 
Nor falſely dealt with Heay'n, 


, Nor have our Steps declin'd the Road - 
Of duty thou haſt giv'n. 


Tho! Dragons all around us roar 
With their deſtructive Breath, 
And thine own Hand has bruis'd us ſore 
Hard by the Gates of Death. 


Paus E. 


We are expos'd all Day to die, 
As Martvrs for thy Cauſe, 

As Sheep for Slaughter bound we lie 
By ſharp and bloody Laws. 


Awake, ariſe, Almighty Lord, 
Why ſleeps thy wonted Grace ? 

Vhy ſhould we look hke Men abhorr'd 
Or baniſh'd from thy Face ? 


Vilt thou for ever caſt us off, 

. Com And ſtill neglect our Cries ? 

or ever hidethine heav'nly Love 
From our afflited Eyes? 

Down to the Duſt our Soul is bow'd, 
And dies upon the Ground: 

tiſe for our Help, rebuke the Proud, 

And all their Pow'rs confound. 


Redeem us from perpetual Shame, 
Our Saviour and our Gop ; 

Ve plead the Honours of thy Name, 

The Merits of thy Blood. 


PS ALM XLV. Short Metre. 


Glory of Chriſt ; the Succeſs of the Goſpel ; and the 
Gentile Church, 
Y Saviour and my King, 
Thy Beauties are Divine ; 
hy Lips with Bleſſings overflow, 
And every Grace is thine. 


ow make thy Glory known, 
Gird on thy dreadful Sword, 
nd ride in Majeſty to ſpread 
The Conqueſts of thy Word. 


prays 


hame z 
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ike through thy ſtubborn Foes, 

. e their Hearts t' obey, » | 

While Juſtice, Meekneſs, Grace, and Truth 
Attend thy glorious Way. 


s, O Gov, are right; 
3 Ne Tae ſhall ever ſtand ; 
And thy vitorious Goſpel proves 
A Scepter in thy Hand. 


Father and thy Gop 
e 1 _— * 
is Spirit like a joyful Oi 
175 55 thy ſacred Head. ] 


hold, at thy Right Hand 
: * Gentile Church is ſeen, 
Like a fair Bride in rich Attire, 
And Princes guard the Queen.) 


ir Bride, receive his Love, 
: per thy Father's Houle ; 
Forſake thy Gods, thy Idol Gods, 
And pay thy Lord thy Vows. 


hy Gov and King 
a £ 157 3 Thoughts employ ; 
Thy Children ſhall his Honours ſing 
In Palaces of Joy. 


PSsALM XLV. Common Metre. 
The Per ſonal Glories and Government of Chtiſt. 


1 ILL ſpeak the Honours of my King, 
1 His Form divinely fair; 

None of the Sons of mortal Race 
May with the Lord compare. 


2 Sweet is thy Speech, and heav'nly Grace 
Upon thy Lips is ſhed; _ 

Thy Gop with Bleſſings infinite 
Hath crown'd thy ſacred Head. 


3 Gird on thy Sword, victorious Prince, 
Ride with majeftic Sway; 


A peacef 
To rul, 


uſtice an 
But Me 
nd God, 
With m 
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PSALM XLV. 


Thy Terror ſhall rike thro? thy Foes, 
And make the World obey. 


Thy Throne, O Gop, for eyer Rands ; 
Thy Word of Grace ſhall prove 

A peaceful Scepter in thy Hands, 
To rule thy Saints by Love. 


uſtice and Truth attend thee ſtill, 
But Mercy is thy Choice: 


ad GoD, thy God, thy Soul ſhall fill 
Wich moſt peculiar Joys. 


Psaim XLV. Firſt Part. Tong Metre. 


The Glory of Chriſt, and Power of his Goſpel. 


OW be my Heart inſpir'd to ſing 
The Glories of my Saviour-King, 

eas the Lord; how heav'nly fair 

I's Form! how bright his Beauties are 


Ver all the Sons of human Race 

e ſhines with a ſuperior Grace, 

ove from his Lips divinely flows, 
nd Bleſſings all his State compoſe. 


refs thee in Arms, maſt mighty Lord, 
ird on the Terror of thy Sword, 
Majeſty and Glory ride, 

ith Truth and Meekneſs at thy Side. 


ine Anger, like a pointed Dart, 

all pierce the Foes of ſtubborn Heart; 
Words ot Mercy, kind and {weet, 
melt the rebels at thy Feet. 


y Throne, O Bop, for ever ſtands, 
ace is the Scepter in thy Hands 

y Laws and Works are juſt and right, 
ice and Grace are thy Delight. 


d, thine own Gop has richly hed 
O1l of Gladneſs on thy Head, 

d with his ſacred Spirit bleſt 
arft-borg Son above the reſt, 


, PSALM XLVI. 
4 Psatm XLVI. Second Part. Long Metre, 


ing of Saints, how fair his Face. 
; r with Majeſty ane Grace 
He comes with Bleſſings from above, 
And wins the Nations to his Love. 


At his Right-Hand our Eyes 3 Pi 

g The Queen array'd in pureft Go * 108 
The World admires her heav'nly N $3 
Her Robe of Joy and Righteouſneſs. 


Wl her Beauties like his Own, ; 
5 1 — = oo ſcats her near his Throne: 
'o Fair Stranger, let thine Heart forget 

| The idols of thy native State. 


| the King the more rejoice 
15 ram the — — urite of his 8 . 
Let him be lov'd, and yet ador ' 
For he's thy Maker and thy Lord. 


It riſe 

Hour, when thou ſha 

N 888 palace in the ſkies, \ 
And all thy Sons (a num'rous Train) 
Each like a Prince in Glory reign. 


his Head ; 
ſs Honours crown ; 
; 4 8 * his Praiſes ſpread; 
While we with cheerful Songs approve 
The Condeſcenſions of his Love. 


PsxLM XLVI. Firſt part. Long * 
The Church's Safety and Triumph among national Y 


tions. 
is the Refuge of his Saints, 
; "Wes Storms of arp Diſtreſs invade 
re we can offer our complaints, 
Behold bim prefent with his Aid. 


; 14 
tains from their Seats be hur 
” e w. and buried there: 
Convulſions ſhake the ſolid World, 
Our Faith ſhall never yield te Fear, 


oud m.: 


| i ſacred 
Chriſt and kis Church : or, The Myſtical Marriage, WF" re 


Vhile ey 
rembles 


here 18 a 
pppliest 
ife, Loy 
nd wat'r 
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eet Peac 
nd give n 
enjoys 
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or can her 
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d Jacob's G 
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PSALM XLVI. 


Metre. oud may the troubled Ocean roar, 
n ſacred Peace our Souls abide, 


Marriage. Menue ev'ry Nation ey'ry Shore 
ace. rembles and dreads th? ſwelling Tide. 
1 here is a Stream whoſe gentle Flow 


ppplies the City our Cop; 
ife, Love, and Joy ſtill gliding thro? 
nd wat' ring our divine Abode. 


hat ſacred Stream, thine holy Word, 
hat all our raging Fear controuls ; 

eet Peace thy Promiſes afford, 

nd give new Strength to fainting Souls, 


nk enjoys her Monarch's Love, 
cure againſt a threat'ning Hour; 
or can her firm foundation move, 


ilt on his Truth, and arm'd with Pow'r. 
PsALM XLVI. Second Part. 
Cod fights for his Church, 


ET Sion in her King tej oice, 

Tho” Tyrants rage, and Kingdoms riſe ; 
utters his Almighty Voice, 
e Nations melt, the Tumult dies. 


e Lord of old for Jacob fought, 

d Jacob's Gov is {till our Aid: 

old the Works his Hand has Wrought, 
at Deſolations he has made. | 


rove 


ng Metre. 


national n Sea to Sea, thro? all the Shores 


makes the noiſe of Battle ceaſe : 
en from on high his Thunder roars, 


ts, awes the trembling World to Peace. 


reſs invade 


| breaks the Bow, he cuts the Spear, 


1. nots he burns with heav'nly Flame; 
harl'd p Silence all the Earth, and hear 

ex Sound and Glory of his Name. 

cre ; 

1d, e ſtill, and learn that I am Gop, 


cat. l be exalted o'er the Lands, 


* 


PSALM XLVIII. 


« I will be known and fear'd abroad, 
« But {till my Throne in Zion ſtands,” 


6 O Lord of Hoſts, Almighty King, 
„% While we ſo near thy Preſence dwell, 
Our Faith ſhall ſit ſecure, and ſing 
Defiance to the Gates of Hell. 


PSALM XLVII. Common Metre, 
Chriſt Aſcending and Reig ning. 


For a Shout of ſacred Joy 
To Gop the Sov'reign King ! 
Let ev'ry Land their Tongues employ 
And Hymns of Triumph ſing. 


2 Jeſus our Gop aſcends on high; 
His heav'nly Guards around 
Attend him riſing thro? the Sky, 
With Trumpet's joyful Sound. 


3 While Angels ſhout and praiſe their King, 
LetMortals learn their Strains ; 
Let all the Earth his Honours fing : 
O'er all the Earth he reigns. 


4 Rehearſe his Praiſe with Awe profound, 
Let Knowledge lead the Song, 
Nor mock him with a ſolemn Sound 
Upon a thoughtleſs Tongue. 


5 In Iſrael ſtood his ancient Throne, 
He lov'd that choſen Race: 
But now he calls the World his own, 
And Heathens taſte his Grace. 


6 The Britiſi Iſlands are the Lord's, 
There Abraham's God is known; 


While Pow'rs and Princes, Shields and Sa 


Submit before his Throne. 


PsALM XLVIII. 1—8. Firſt Part. Short Md 
The Church is the Honour and Safety of a Natit 


2 REAT is the Lord our Gon, 
And let his Praiſe be great ; 


e make 
His m 


Theſe T 
How bi 
he Hone 
And Bu 


In Sion G 

A Retu; 
low brigt 
Thro' al 


Vhen Ki. 
And ſaw 
wild Co 
They flec 
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Attempt 
e ſends hi 
And fink; 


Oft have ot 
Our Eyes 
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We'll to h 
el] think | 
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r King, 


PSALM XLVIII. 
e makes his Churches his Abode, 
His moſt delightful Seat. 


Theſe Temples of his Grace, 
How beautiful they ſtand ? 
he Honours of our native Place, 
And Bulwarks of our Land, 


In Sion God is known 
A Refuge in Diſtreſs; | 

low bright has his Salvation ſhone 
Thro' all her Palaces. 


Vhen Kings againſt her join'd, 
And ſaw the Lord was there, 
wild Confuſion of the Mind 
They fled with haſty Fear. 


hen Navies tall and proud 
Attempt to ſpoil our Peace, 
e ſends his Tempeſt roaring loud, 
And ſinks them in the Seas. 


Oft have our Fathers told, 

Our Eyes have often ſeen, 

pw well our God ſecures the Fold 
Where his own Sheep have been. 


nev'ry new Diſtreſs 

We'll to his Houſe repair, 

ell think upon his wond'rous Grace, 
And ſeek Deliv'rance there. 


PAL XLVIII. 10—14. Second Part, 
Beauty of the Church : or, Goſpel Worſhip and Order, 


AR as thy Name is known, 
The World declares thy Praiſe ; 
y Saints, O Lord, before thy Throne 
heir Songs of Honour raiſe, 
Uh Joy let Judal ſtand 
Vn Son's choſen Hill, 
claim the Wonders of thy Hand, 
nd Counſels of thy Will. 


PSALM XLIX. 


3 Let Strangers walk around Quit the 


The City where we d well, And! 
Compaſs and view thine holy Ground, Yet ti 
And mark the Building well. « My 
4 The Orders of thy Houſe, And that 
The Worſhip of thy Court, «I'll g 
The cheerful Songs, the ſolemn Vows, FA 
And make a fair Report. TIER 
3 How decent and how wiſe ! lis Name 
How glorious to behold ! Where | 
Beyond the Pomp that charms the Eyes, IF 
And Rites adorn'd with Gold. This is th 
And yet 
6 The Gop we worſhip now Ipprove tl 
Will guide us till we die, And act 
Will be our Gop while here below, 
And ours above the Sky. | len void 
; It Honou 
PsaLm XLIX. 6—14. Firft Part, Common Wil: like the 
Pride and Death : or, The Vanity of Life and Rig And like | 
Vu doth the Man of Riches grow A. 
To Iuſolence and Pride, Il the lag * 


To ſee his Wealth and Honours flow 


: In T 5 
With ev'ry riſing Tide ? error 3 


2 [Why doth he treat the Poor with Scorn, M +*4131 X 
Made of the ſelf-ſame Clay, 
And boaſt as tho” his Fleſh was born 
Of better Duſt than they ?] Dea 
Not all his Treaſures can procure E Sons of 
His Soul a ſhort Reprieve, And tr. 
Redeem from Death one guilty Hour, en Death h: 


Or make his Brother live. our Pomp 


4 Life is a Bleſſing can't be ſold, pe laſt great 
The Ranſom is too high; f hen will t 
Juſtice will ne'er be brib'd with Gold, en ſhall the 
That Man may never die.] er all that 
g He ſees the Brutiſh and the Wiſe, will my 


The Tim'rous and the Brave, uen ſepꝰ rat 


PSALM XLIX. 


Quit their Poſſeſſions, cloſe their Eyes, 
And haſten to the Grave. 


Yet ' tis his inward Thought and Pride, 
„My Houſe ſhall ever ſtand ; 

and that my name may long abide, 

« [Il give it to my Land.” 


Vain are his Thoughts, his Hopes are loſt, 
How ſoon his Mem'ry dies ! 
lis Name is written in the Duſt 
Where his own Carcaſe lies. 
Pavss. 
This is the Folly of their Way ; 
And yet their Sons, as vain, 
\pprove the Words their Fathers ſay, 
And act their Works again. 


len void of Wiſdom and of Grace, 
If Honour raiſe them high, 

ve like the Beaſt, a thoughtleſs Race, 
And like the Beaſt they die. 


Laid in the Grave like filly Sheep, 
es grow Death feeds upon them there, 
e, the laſt Trumpet breaks their Sleep 


yes, 


ommon! 
e and Ric 


o In Terror and Deſpair. 
0006 PALM XLIX. 14, 15. Second Part. 
Common Metre. 
born "ns 
Death and the Reſurrection. 
* E Sons of Pride that hate the Juſt, 
And trample on the Poor, 
Jour, en Death has brought you down to Duſt, 


our Pomp ſhall riſe no more. 


e laſt great Day ſhall change the Scene; 
When will that Hour appear! 

en ſhall the Juſt revive and reign 
h Gold, Ver all that ſcorn'd them here ? 


10 o will my naked Soul receive, 
_ hen ſep'rate from the Fleſh 3 


vs PSALM L. 


And break the Pri ſon of the Grave, de Na 


To raiſe my Bones afreth, And | 
4 Heav's is my everlaſting Home, o mor 
Th' Inheritance is ſure ; Ju 
Let Men of Pride their Rage reſume, o more 
But I'll repine no more. To In 
PSsAL XLIX. Long Metre. ” _ 
The rich Sinner's Death, and the Saint's Refurredia Bun 
2 HY do the Proud inſult the Poor, Lead o 
And boaſt the large Eſtates they have WWWicar'n fr 
How vain are Riches to ſecure Attend 
Their haughty Owners from the Grave! nd Earth 
2 They can't redeem one Hour from Death | Fs Jo 
With all the Wealth in which they truſt ; Burt gatl 
Nor give a dying Brother Breath. That 
When Gop commands him down to Duſt, oy N. } 
3 There the dark Earth and diſmal Shade 5 9 | 
Shall claſp their naked Bodies round : Teir F. 
That Fleſh ſo delicately fed & Shall x 
Lies cold, and moulders in the Ground, * 7 
4 Like thoughtleſs Sheep the Sinner dies, pa, 
Laid in the Grave for Worms to eat; Aru L, & 
The Saints ſhall in the Morning riſe, 

And find th' Opvreſſor at their Feet. 08s 
5 His Honours periſh in the Duſt, | HS (6 
And Pemp and Beauty, Birth and Blood, it Anc 
That glorious Day exalts the Juſt O'er all tl 
To full Dominion o'er the Proud. * Iclaim 
6 My Saviour ſhall my Life reſtore, 1 ak no $ 
And raiſe me from my dark Abode : Nor Bu 
My Fleſh and Soul ſhall part no more; To hope a 
But dwell for ever near my Gon * Is ali uf 
Ps ALA L. Firſt part Common Metre Cal 2 

The laſt Judgment : or, The Saints rewards Then * 

Ihe Ho 


1 1 Lord, the Judge before his Ihn 
Bids the whole Earth draw nigh 


T7 
N 


BSALM L. 
ze Nations near the riſing Sun, 
And near the Weſtern Sky. 


o more ſhall bold Blaſphemers lay, 
« Judgment ſhall ne er begin; 
lo more abule his long Delay 


— 


, To Impudence and Sin. 
5 hron'd on a Cloud our Gop ſhall come, 
5 Bright Flames prepare his Way, 
Re ſurreclin Mrhunder and Darkneſs, Fire and Storm, 
poor Lead on the dreadful Dav. ; 
2 ; r 
; they have Wenn from above his Call ſhall hear, 
Attending Angels come, 
me! nd Earth and Hell ſhall know, and fear 
. 1:15 Juliice and their Doom. | 
1 Deat | | 
„ gat gather all my Saints ſhe cries) 
, „ That made their Peace with Cu 
— Dl By the Redeemer's Sacrifice, 
x © And ſcal'd it with his Blood. 
Shade ny : l 
WY: Tueir Faith and Works brought forth t& Fight 
/ & $1244 make the World contefs 
SER” My Sentence of Reward is ght, 
© And Heav'n adore my Grace,” 
r dies f 
_ . ALM L, 8, 10, 11, 14, 15, 23. Second Part. 
* ; j 
iſe, Common Metre, | | 
eet. Obedience in better than Sacre. 
1 faith the Lord. The {pacious Fields, 
& Blood, And Flocks and Herds are mine, 
, * 1 k 
I 0 er all the Cattle of the Hills 
ry I claim a Right divine. 
A L ak no Sheep for Sacrifice, | 
* Wop * Nor Bullocks burnt with fre; 
gre To dope and love, to pray and praiſcy 
* * Is ali that I require. 


non Mette. 
nts reward 


re his Th 
draw nigh 


Call upon me when Trouble's near, 
My haud ſhall et thee free; 
Ten ſha!l thy thankful Lips declare 
* {it Honour due to Me. 

E 


— . — E—EÜE—jĩ 


— 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


do PSALM L. 


4 The Man that offers humble Praiſe, ; 
« He gloriſies me beſt ; A Frit 
Hf « And thoſe that tread my holy Ways And ſ. 
0 „Shall my Salvation taſte, They \ 
| 70 PALM IL. 2, 5, 8, 16, 21, 22. Third Pit by Ga 
WW Common Metre. Ig 42 
The Judgement of Hypocrites. To Hen 
1 HEN Crit to Judgement ſhall deſcend, Dehl'd 
And $Seints turround their Lord, * Nigi 
He calls the Nations to attend, Day 
And hear his awful Word. And wh 
© 4 Not for the want of Bullocks lain They gre 
„Will I the World reprove : They thi 
„% Altars, and Rites, and Forms are vain, And put 
Without the Fire of Love. O dreadf 
2 * And what have Hypocrites to do, x lets 
Jo bring their Sacrifice ? gs rat 
They call my Statutes juſt and true, nd no L 
« But deal in Theft and Lies. 
4 © Could you expect to ' ſcape my Sight, 
And fin without Contreul ? ; 
„But I ſhall bring your Crimes to Light PRE L 
« With Anguiſh in your Soul.“ 
3 alls the 5, 
s Conſider ye, that flight the Lord, ug x 
Before his Wrath appear : | Thro' dts 
If once you fall bencach his Sword, a 0 
| There's no Deliv'rer chere. 1 * Vengea 
PSA L. Third Part. Long Metre. WPch1d the 
H\pocri/y expoſed. DOTS 


1 HE Lord the judge his Churches warth 
Let Hypocrites attend and fear, o near his 

Who place their Hope in Rites and Forms, ut gacher f 
But make no Faith nor Love their Care. ring them 


com 


2 Vile Wretches dare rebearſe his Name ehold my 
With Lips of Falſhood and Deceit; ald by th 


PSALM L. 


A Friend or Brother they defame, . 
And ſoothe and flatter thoſe they hate. 


They watch to do their Neighbours Wrong, 
Yet dare to ſeek their Maker's Face; 

They take his Cov'nant on their Tongue, 
But break his Laws, abuſe his Grace. 


ird Part. 


To Heav'n they lift their Hands unclean ; 
Defil'd with Luſt, defil'd with Blood; 
By Night they practiſe ev'ry Sin, 

By Day their Mouths draw near to Gon. 


deſcend, 
,ord, 


And while his Judgments long delay, 
They grow ſecure and fin the more ; 
They think he fleeps as well as they, 
And put far off the dreadful Hour. 


O dreadful Hour! when Gop draws near, 

And lets their Crimes before their Eyes! 
His Wrath their guilty Souls ſhall tear, 
And no Deliv'rer dare to rife, 


4 Psaim L. Toa new Tune, 
ight, The l Judgement. a 
o Light HE Lord, the Sov'reign, ſend his Summons 4 
* forth, j 


alls the Seuth Nations, and awakes the North; 
rom Eaſt io Weſt the ſounding Order's ſpread 
Thro' diſtant Worlds and regions of the Dead: 
d, do more ſhall Atheiſts mock his long Delay; 
is Vengeance ſlec ps no more: Behold the Day. 


.ong Metre dchv1d the Judge deſcends; his Guards are nigh, 
echpeſt ana fire attend him down the Sky: 

| eaten, Ezrth, and Hell draw near; let all Things 
arches Wally come 
fear, o near n and the Sinner's Doom; | 
nd Forms, Mot gather firſt my ſaints (the judge commands) |} 
11 Care. 4 ring them, ye Angels, from their diſtant Lands. i 
Name chold my Cov'nant ſtands for ever good, 
eit; ad by th? Eternal Sacrifice in Blood, 


E 2 


92 PSALM L. ; 


And ſign'd with all their Names; the Greek, ti m_ 
ew, | » 
That paid the ancient Worſhip or the new, Change 
There's no Diſtinction here; Come, ſpread they FI 
Thrones, 3 | 1 2 
And near me ſeat my Fav'rites and my Sons. 3 1 
4 1 their Almighty Saviour, and their Gop, PS, 
am their judge: Ye Heay'n's proclaim abrozl 
My juſt ecernal Sentence, and declare 
Thoſe awful Truths that Sinners dread to hear; HE « 
Sinners in Zion, tremble and retire ; Call 
I doom the painted Hypocrite to Fire, From E/ 
Thro' dif 


5 Not for the Want of Goats or Bullocks ſlain 
Do I condemn thee ; Bulls and Goats are vain Trumpet 
Without the Flames of Love: In vain the Store? up your I 

Of brutal Offerings that were mine before ; o more { 
Mine are the tamer Beaſts and ſavage Breed, lis Venge⸗ 
Flocks, Herds, and Fields, aud Foreſts where ehold the 


feed. empeſts * 


6 If I were hungry, would I a{k thee Food ? 1 GOD app, 
When did I thirſt, or drink thy Bullock's Bio e Sinners er 
Can I beflatter'd with the cringing Bows, 
Thy ſolemn Chatt'rings, and fantaſtic Vows ? 


Heav'n, 


Are my Eyes charm'd thy Veſtments to behol Thin, 
Glaring in Gems, and gay in woven Gold ? 80 hear m 
| ut gathe 
7 Unthinking Wretch! how could'ſt thou hop mand 
pleaſe aka 1 Bring them 
A Gov, a Spirit, with ſuch Toys as theſe 

While a Grace and 14 on thy Tot 2 
Thou lov'ſt Deceit, and doſt thy Brother Wi 2 JE Gain 
In vain to pious Farms thy Zcal pretends, Behold my 
Thieves and Adulterers are thy choſen Friend * N by th 
ud lon'd + 

8 Silent I waited with long-ſuffering Love, hy 


But didſt thou hope that I ſhou d ne'er rep That paid t! 
And Cheriſh ſuch an impious Thought with! | 

That Gop the Righteous would indulge t Din 
Behold my Terrors now; my Thunders ro- Your Hea, 
And thy own Crimes affright thy guilty Sou 


; PSALM II. 93 


\ Sinners, awake betimes; ye Fools, be wiſe; 

Awake before the dreadful Morning riſe : 

Change 1 Thoughts, your crooked Works 
amend : 


Greek, th 


ew, 


pread the Fly to the Saviour, make the judge your Friend ; 
Leſt like a Lion his laſt Vengeance tear 
Sons. Your trembling Souls, and no Deliv'rer near. 
OD, PSALM L. To the old proper Tune. 
im abroad 
The laft Fudegment. 
to hear; 


3 Gop of Glory ſends his Summons forth, 
Calls the South Nations, and awakes the North * 
» From Eſt to Weſt the ſov'reign Order's ſpread, 
Thro' diſtant Worlds and Regions of the Dead. 


s lain 

ging vain Trumpet ſounds ; Hell trembles ; Heav'n rejoices ; 

\ the Stone your Heads, ye Saints, with chearful Voices. 

efore 3 lo more ſhall Atheiſts mock his long Delay; 

Breed, lis Vengeance ſleeps no more; behold the Day; 

ts whereußehold the Judge deſcends; his-Guards are nigh; 
empeſts and Fire attend him down the Sky. 

Food ? n GOD appears, all Nature jhal! adore kim; 

ock's Bloc Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before him. 

6 Yana _— Earth, and Hell, draw near: let all 

behol nmags come 
. Gal 42 To hear my Juſtice and the Sinners, Doom ; 


But gather firſt my Saints: (the Judge com- 
mands 


thou ho | 
: R Bring them, ye Angels, from their diſtant Lands. 


s theſe ? Chriſt returns, wake every Chearful Paſſion ; 
on L. out, ye Saints, he comes for our Salvation. 

r Wi 
_ 1 8 behold my Cov'nant ſtands for ever good, 
ſen Frien Seal'd by th' Eternal Sacrifice in Blood, 


And ſign'd with all their Names; the Greek, the 


Loves Jew, 4 

'ne'er rep that paid the antient Worſhip or the new. 
ht WI, Mo ud T 

* ge thr ©. Diſtinftion here, join all your Voices, 


anders 70h 


fade your Heads, ye Saints, for Heav'n rejoices, 
guilty Sou 1 . 


3 
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\ 

5 Here (ſaith the Lord) ye Angels, ſpread tb. W 
Thrones, | 4 Glari 

© And near me ſeat my Fav'rites and my Song, ; 
„ Come, my Redeem'd, poſſeſs the joys as ad is the 7 
« Ere Time began, Tis v + ivine Reward, ſcreen th 

When Chriſt returns, wake every chearful Paſſton, 

And —2 Sainte, he comes for vous Salvation. 3s _ 
PAUSE the firſt, «A * 
6 © I am the Saviour. h Almighty Gop, «* While 
& Iam the judge: Ye Heav'ns proclaim abroy T. 
« My juſt eternal Sentence, and declare & Thou J. 
„% Thoſe awful Truths, that Sinners dread to le genere pr 
When Cod appears, all Nature ſhall adore him; 1% YOUT 4 
Wile Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before him, 3 * 
7 * Stand forth, thou bold Blaſphemer, and proſu fhicves 


„% Now fee! my Wrath, nor call my Threat'ui 
Vain. 
„Thou Hypocrite. once dreſt in Saints Attire, 


« While t 
His harc 


: ON D 's 7 
+ I doom the printed Hypocrite to Fire. | 2 5 7 ; 
Judgement proceed: ; Hell trembles Heaven reqoices 4 3 
Lift up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearſul Voices. But didi 
$ © Not for the Want of Goats or Bullocks ſlain | And che 
© Do I condemn thee ; Bulls and Goats are vi loat the 
„ Without the Flames of Love: In vain the vl -1 1 #þhea: 
„% Of brutal Offerings that were mine before. drerent proc 
Farth is the Lord's ; all Nature ſhall adore him ; * Bettold 


While Sinners tremble, Saints rej oice before him. And thy 
| Jo like 
Thy bleec 
Irement concl 


up jour {ea 


«© If I were hungry, would I-aſk thee Food! 
« When did I thirſt? or drink thy Bulle 
Blood ? 
« Mine are the tamer Beafts and ſavage Breed 
« Flocks, Herds, and Fields, and Foreits whe 
they feed, 


All is the Lord's; he rules the wide Creation; 
Gives Sinner's Vengeance and the Saints Salvation. 


gers, awake 

e before t 

ge your va 

| amenc 

20 Can I be flatter'd with thy cringing Bow to the Savio 
Thy ſolemn Chait'rings and fantaſtic Yow! 
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« Are my Eyes charm'd thy Veſtments to behold, 
„ Glaring in Gems, and Gay in woven Gold ? 


ead thei 


4 _— odis the Judge of Hearts, no fair Diſguiſes 
EIS i ſcreen the Guilty hen us Vengeance T1/cs. 
Paussx the Second. 
. 1% Unthinking wretch ! how could'ſt thou hope to 
pleaſe 5 N 

« G0, a Spirit, with ſuch Toys as theſe? 
op, „ While wich my Grace and Statutes on thy 
aim abro Tongue, 
i & Thou lov'it Deceit, and doſt thy Brother Wrong. 
read to hei gement proceeds ; Hell trembles: HHeav'n rejoices ; 
3 /! þ your Heads, ye Saints, with Chearful Voices. 
um, In vain to pious Forms thy Zeal pretends 
and profu Thieves and Adulterers are thy choſen Friends; 
Threat nf While the falſe Flatt'rer at my Altar waits, 


His harden'd Soul divine Inſtruction hates. 

D i; the Judge of Hearts; no fair Diſyuiſes 

» ſcreen the Guilty when his Vengeance riſes, * 

+ Silent I waited with long- ſuffering Love; 


ats Attire, 
Fire. 
n rejoices; 


Voices. ut didit thou hope that I ſhould ne'er reprove ? 

locks ſlan and cheriſh ſuch an impious Thought within, 

oats are vie 1 oat the All-Holy would indulge thy Sin? 

vain the d O appears ; all Notions join 't adore Him; 

e before. iert proceeds, and Sinners fall before him. 

bim; Bchold my Terrors now ; my Thunders roll, 

e him. And thy own Crimes aftright thy guilty Soul; 
32 Now like a lion ſhall my Vengeance tear 

ee * " | Thy bleeding Heart, and no Deliv'rer near. 
110088. | 

way geren? conciuges ; Heil trembles : Heat: vejoutes ; 

age Bree bor Leads, ye Saints, with chearful Voices. 


Ertl ONEHMA, 


ners, awake betimes; ye Fools, be wiſe ; 
ike before this dreadful Morning riſe ; 


oreits whe 


ons uge your vain Thoughts, your Crooked Works 

Salvation. mend ö 
bl 

uging Bowl to the Saviour, make the Judge your Friend. 

taſtic Vo K 4 


95. 


Hs PSALM LI. 


7 hen Join ve Saints : Wake ev ry chearful Paſſion, 
n hen Chriſt returns, he comes for your Salvation, 


PS ALA LI. Firſt Part. Long Metre, 
A Penitent pleading for Pardon. 


1 HEW Pity, Lord, O Lord forgive, 
9 Let a repenting Rebel live; 
Are not thy Mercies large and free ? 
May not a Sinner truſt in thee ? 


My Crimes are great, but don't furpaſs 
The Pow'r and Glory of thy Grace: 
Great Gop thy Nature hath no Bound, 
So let thy pard'ning Love be found. 


O waſh my Soul from every bn, 
And make my guilty Conſcience clean; 
Hard on my Heert the Burden hes, 
And paſt Offences pain mine Eyes. 


4 My Lips with Shame my Sins confeſs 
Againſt thy Laws, againſt thy grace; 
Lord, ſhould thy Judgement grow ſevere, 
1 am condemn'd, but thou art clear. 


5 Should ſudden Vengeance ſeize my Breath, 
I maſt pronounce thee juſt in Death; 
And if my Soul were {ent to Hell, 
Iny righteous Law approves it well. 

6 Yet fave a trembling Sinner, Lord, 
Whoſe Hope ſtill hovering round thy Word, 
Would light on ſome ſweet Promiſe there, 
Some ſure Support againſt Deſpair. 


Psatm LI. Second Part. Long Metre. 
Original and Aual Sin confeſs'd, 


2 ORD, I am vile, conceiv'd in Sin; 
And born unholy and unclean : 
Sprung from the Man whoſe guilty Fall 

Corrupt the Race, and taints us all. 


t5 


o Soon as we draw our Infant-Breath, 
The Seeds of Sin grow up for Death ; 
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PSALM LI. 


Thy Law demands a perfect Heart; 
Eut we're defil'd in every Part. ; 


[Great Gop, create my Heart a- new, 
And form my Spirit pure and true; 
O make me wiſe betimes, to ſpy 

My Danger and my Remedy. 


; Behold I fall before thy Face ; 

My only Refuge is thy Grace; 

No outward Forms can make me clean ; 
The Leprofy lies deep within. 

> No bleeding Bird, no bleeding Beaſt, 

Nor Hyilop-branch, nor ſprinkling Prieſt, 
Nor running Brook, nor Flood, nor Sea, 
Can waih the diſmal Stain away. 


Jeſus, my Gov, thy Blood alone 
Hath Pow'r ſuſhcient to atone ; 
Thy Blood can make me white as Snow z 5 
No Jeroiſi Ty pes could cleanſe me ſo. 
When Guilt diſturbs and breaks my Peace, 
Nor Fleſh nor Soul hath Reſt or Eaſe ; 
Loid, et me hear thy pard'ning Voice, 
And make my broken Bones rejoice. 


Psaum LI. Third Part. Long Metre. 


be Backſlider reflor'd; or, Repentance and Faith in the 
Blood of Chriſt. 


Thou that hear'ſt when Sinners cry, 
Tho” all my Crimes betore thee lic, 
Behold them not with angry Look, 
But blot their Mem'ry from thy Book. 


reate my Nature pure within, 

and form my Soul averſe to Sin: 

£ thy good Spirit ne'er depart, 

Nor hide thy Preſence from my Heart. 


cannot live without thy Light, 

alt out ar:d banith'd from thy Sight: 
ame holy Joys, my Gop reſtore, 

ad guard me that 1 fall no more. 
E5 


PSALM LI. 


4 Tho' I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord, 
| | Thy Help and Comfort ſtill afford ; & Clean! 
And let a Wretch come near thy Throne Wit 
bis To plead the Merits of thy Son. O mak 
5 A broken Heart, my Gov, my King, And 
U = N . 

bl, Is all the Sacrifice I bring; þ Let not 
| The Gop of Grace will ne'er deſpiſe Nor 
4d A broken Heart for Sacrifice, Create 
6 My Soul lies humbled in the Duſt, 4 
And ons thy dreadful Sentence juſt; Then w 
Look down, O Lord, with pitying Eye, Befor 
And ſave the foul condemn to die. Backflid 
9 Then will I teach the World thy Ways, r 
Sinners ſhall learn thy ſov'reign Grace; PSALM LI 

I'll lead them to my Saviour's Blood, Þ 
And they ſhall praiſe a pard'ning Gop, —_ 
8 O may thy Love inſpire my Tongue! Go! 
Salvation ſhall be all my Song ; My 
And all my Powers ſhall join to bleſs wreak do! 
The Lord, my Strength and Righteouſneſs, Fat Da 
PsatLm LI. 3—1 3. Firſt Part. Common Met 7 t 
Original and Actual Sin conſeſed and pardoned, TT * 
1 ORD, I would ſpread my fore Diſtreſs And ma 
And Guilt before thine Eyes; No kl q 
Againſt thy Laws, againſt thy Grace r 
< I ” | 
How high my Crimes arile ! The Death 
2 Should'ſt thou condemn my Soul to Hell, Sufficient 
And cruſh my fleſh to Duſt, A Soul opp 
Heav'n would approve thy Vengeance well, My Gop 
And Earth mult own it juſt, A humble e 
Is our be; 


3 Iirom the Stock of Adam came, 
Unholy and unclean ; | PSAL M J 
All my Original is Shame, . 


And all my Nature Sin. Vitory « 

4 Born in a World of Guilt, I drew RE all t 
Contagion with my Breath ; Who t 
And as my Days advanc'd, I grew, o they not 


A juſter Prey tor Death, And piti 


ne 


ſneſs. 
nmon Met 
ardoned. 
Jiltreſs 


Hell, 


re well, 


PSALM LIII. 99 


- Cleanſe me, O Lord, and chear my Soul 
With thy forgiving Love; 
O make my broken Spirit whole, 

And bid my Pains remove. 


> Let not thy Spirit quite depart, 
Nor drive me from thy Face ; 
Create a-new my vicious Heart, 


And fill it with thy Grace. 


Then will I make thy Mercy known 
Before the Sons of Men ; 

Backſliders ſhall addreſs thy Throne, 
And turn to Gop again. 


alt LI. 14—17. Second Part, Common Metre. 
Repentance and Faith in the Blood of Chriſt. 


Gop of Mercy, hear my Call, 
My Load of Guilt remove, 
Break down this ſeparating Wall 
hat bars me from thy Love. 


Give me the Preſence of thy Grace, 
Then my rejoicing Tongue 

Shall ſpeak aloud the Righteouſneſs, 
And make thy Praiſe my Song. 

No Blood of Goats nor Heifer lain 
For Sin cou'd e'er atone ; 

Ihe Death of Chriſt ſhall (till remain 
Sufficient and alone. 

\ Soul oppreſt with Sin's Deſert 
My Gop will ne'er deſpiſe ; 

A humble Groan a broken ticart 
Is our beſt Sacrifice. 


Psatm LIII. 4z—6. Common M2 


Vittory and Deliverance from Perſecution, 


RE all the Foes of Sion Fools, 
Who thus devour her Saints? 
Do they not know Her Saviour rules, 
And pities hes Complaints ? 
X 6 


10⁰ PSALM LV. 
2 They ſhall be ſeiz'd with ſad Surprize; 


For Gop's revenging Arm 
Scatters the Bones of them that riſe 
To do his Children hatm. - 


3 In vain the Sons of Satan boaſt 
Of Armies in Array ; 
When Goy has firſt deſpis'd their Hoſt, 
They fall an eaſy Prey. 
4 O for a Word from Sion's King, 
For Captives to reſtore ! 
Jacob with all the Tribes ſhall ſing, 
And Judah weep no more. 


PALM LV. 1—8, 16, 17, 18, 22. 
Metre. 


Support for the A icted and tempted Soul. 


Common 


3 Gor, my Refuge, hear my Cries, 
Behold my flowing Tears, 
For Earth and Hell my Hurt deviſe, 
And triumph in my Fears. 


a Their Rage is levell'd at my Life, 
My Soul with Guilt they load, 
And fill my Thoughts with inward Strife, 
To ſhake my Hope in Gov. 


3 With inward Pain my Heart-ſtrings ſound, 
I groan with every Breath ; 
Horror and Fear beſet me round 
Amongſt the Shades of Death. 


4 O were l like a feather'd Dove, 
And Innocence h-d Wings; 

5 I'd fly and make a long Remove 

T8 From all theſe reſtleſs Things. 


z Let me to ſome wild Deſart go, 
j | And find a peacetul Home, 
48 Where Storms of Malice never blow, 
| Temptations never come. 
| 


6 Vain Hopes, and vain Inventions all 
To 'ſcape the Rage of Hell! 
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PSALM LV, 


The mighty God on whom I call 
Can ſave me here as well. . 


PAUSE, 
By Morning light I'll ſeek his Face, 
At Noon repeat my Cry, 


The Night ſhall hear me aſk his Grace, 
Nor will he long deny. 


Cop ſhall preſerve my Soul from Fear, 
Or ſhield me when afraid: 

Ten thouſand Angels muſt appear 

If he command their Aid. 


I caſt my Burdens on the Lord, 
Cours The Lord ſuſtains them all ; 
My Courage reſts upon his Word, 
Tat Saints (hall never fall, 


My highelt Hopes ſhall not be vain, 
My Lips ſhall ſpeak his Praiſe ; 
Vhile cruel and deceitful Men 
Scarce live out half their Days. 


PSALMd LV. 15, 16, 17, 19, 22. Short Metre. 
pgerous Proſhertty 3 or, Daily Devotions encouraged. 
| ET Sinners take their Courſe, 

And chuſe their road to Death; 
put in the Worihip of my Gon 

I'll ſpend my daily Breath. 


ly Thoughts addreſs his Throne 
Wnen Morning brings the Light! 
eck his Bleſſings every Noon, 
And pay my Vows at Night, 


ile, 


hund, 


hou wilt regard my Cries, 

O my eternal Gop, 

ul Sinners periſh in Surprize 
Beneath thy angry Rod. 

cauſe they dwell at Eaſe, 4 
And no ſad Changes feel, 4 


hey neither fear nor truſt thy Name, 
Nor learn to Ge thy Will. 


102 PSALM LVI. 


| | 5 But I, with all my Cares, 
1 Will lean upon the Lord, 

3 I'll caſt my Burdens on his Arm, 
1 And reſt upon his Word. 


> 6 His Arm ſhall well ſuſtain 
| The Children of his Love ; 


No earthly Pow'r can move. 


PS AL LVI. Common Metre. 


Deliverance from Oppreſſion and Falſiood; GO D', Can 
his People, in Anſwer to Faith and Prayer. 


1 Thou whoſe Juſtice reigns on high, 


And makes th' Oppreſſor ceale ; 
Behold how envious Sinvers try 
To vex and break my Peace. 


2 The Sons of Violence and Lics 
Join to devour me, Lord ; 
But as my hourly Dangers riſe, 
My Refuge is thy Word. 


9 In Gob moſt holy, juſt and true, 
I have repos'd my Truſt ; 
Nor will I fear what Fleſh can do, 
The Offspring of the Duſt. 


1 4 They wreſt my words to Miſchief till, 

#5 Charge me with unknown Faults ; 

Miſchief dothall their Counſels fill, 
And Malice all their Thoughts. 


38 5 Shall they eſcape without thy Frown ? 
14 Muſt their Devices ſtand ? 
i O caſt the havghty Sinner down, 


l 
And let him know thy Hand. 
PA us E. 
6 God counts the Sorrows of his Saints, 
Their Groans affect his Ears; 


Thou haſt a Book for my Complaints, 
A bottle for my Tears. 


When to thy Throne I raiſe my Cry, 
The Wicked fear and flee ; 


The Ground on which their Safety ſtands, 
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PSALM LVII. 
So ſwift is Prayer to reach the Sky, 
So near is Gop to me. 


In Thee, moſt holy, juſt, and true, 
I have repos'd my Truſt ; 
Nor will I fear what Man can do, 
The Offspring of the Duſt. 


Thy ſolemn Vows are on me, Lord, 
Thou ſhalt receive my Praiſe ; 

I'll ing, How faithful is thy Word, 
How 112 hteous are thy Ways. 


pd Thou haſt ſecur'd my Soul from Death, 
O ſet thy Pris'ner free! 
That Heart and Hand, and Life and Breath, 
May be employ d for Thee. 10 


PALM LVII. Long Metre, 
Praiſe for Protection, Grace and Truth. 


\ Y Gov, in whom are all the Springs 
1VL Of boundleſs Love, and Grace unknown, 
Hide me beneath thy ſpreading Wings 
Lill the dark Cloud is overblown. 


Up to the Heavens I ſend my Cry, 
The Lord will my Deſires perform; 
He ſends his Angel from the Sky, 
And ſaves me from the threat'ning Storm. 


Be thou exalted, O my Gov, 
\bove the Heav'ns where Angels dwell ; 
hy Power on Earth be known abroad, 


ind Lend to Land thy Wonders tell. 


My Heart is fix'd, my Song ſhall raiſe 
Immortal Honours to thy Name ; 

Awake, my Tongue, to found his Praiſe, 
ly Tongue, the Glory of my frame. 


High o'er the Earth his Mercy reigns, 
uud reaches to the utmoſt Sky? 

lis truth to endleſs Years remains, 
hen lower Worlds diſſolve and die. 


104 PSALM LVIII. 
6 Be thou exalted, O my Gon, 


Above the Heav'ns where Angels dwell ; © Sure th 
Thy Power on Earth be . abroad. A Gop tl 
And land to Land thy Wonders ell. * And v 
Psatm LVIII. As the 11th Pſalm, Poatat L 
| Warning to Magiſtrates. 1 4 Day 0, 
: JUDGES, who rule the World by Laws, Pu 
Will ye deſpiſe the righteous Cauſe, 4 Muſt 
When th' injor'd Poor before you itands ? Vik thou 
Dare ye condemn the righteous Poor, * 
And let rich Sinners ſcape ſecure, The terror 
While Gold and Greatneſs bribe your Hand Melts all 
2 Have ye forgot, or never knew — en ' 
That Cop Al judge the Judges too ? has 4 
High mn the Heav'ns his Juſtice reigns ; reat Britiai 
Yet you invade the Rights of Gop, And dre: 
And ſend your bold Decrecs abroad, P hea! the 
To blind the Conſcience in your Chains, Conbrms 
3 A poiſon'd Arrow is 1our Tongue, ift up a Ba 
The Arrow ſharp, tar Poiſon ſtrong, For thoſe 
And Death atiends wHorre%er it wounds: ve thy Bel 
You hear no Counſels, Cres or Tears; And put e 
So the deaf Adder ſtops her Ears 0 with ou 
Againſt the Power of charming Sounds. Like acon 
Break out their Teeth, eternal Gop, — conte 
Thoſe Teeth of Lions dy'd in Blood; Agarnit thy 
And cruih the S-rpents in the Duſt: ur Troops 
As empty Chaff, un Whirlwinds rife, Zy thine af 
Before the {weeping Terr peſt flies, is Cop that 
So let their Hop and Names be loſt, And make: 
5 Th' Almighty thundGers fro the Sky, P5atm 
Their Grandeur m-1ts, their Titles die, 
As Hills of Snow diſſolve and run, 
Or Snails that peri 4 ther Slime, HEN « 
Or Births that com >cfore their Time, My H 
Vain Births that u: er fee the Sun. pleſs and f 
6 Thus ſhall un Vengeance of the Lord bo Heav'n | 
Safety and Joy to Saints afford; exd me to 
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PSALM LX. LXI. 


« Gyre there's a God that rules on high, 
J Gop that hears his Children cry, 
« And will their Sufferings well repay.” 


Parra LX. 1—3, 10—12. Common Metre. 


1 a Day of Humiliation for Diſappointments in War, 
ORD, haſt thou caſt the Nation off ? 
Muſt we for ever mourn ? 
V:it thou indulge immortal Wrath ? 
Sue! Mercy ne'er return ? 


The terror of one Frown of thine 

Melts all our Strength away; 

ke Men that totter drunk with Wine, 
We tremble in diſmay. 


eat Britian ſhakes beneath thy Stroke, 
And dreads thy threat'ning Hand: 

) heal the Iſland thou haſt broke, 
Confirm the wav'ring Land. 


ift up a Banner in the Ficid, 

For thoſe that fear thy Name ; 
ve thy Beloved with thy Shield, 
And put our Foes to Shame. 


o with our Armies to the Fight, 
Like a confed' rate Gop; 

| vain confed' rate Pow?'rs unite 
Againſt thy lifted Rod. 

ur Troops ſhall gain a wide Renown 
Zy thine aſliſting Hand; 

is Cod that treads the Mighty down 
And makes the Feeble ſtand. 


PALM LXI. 1—6. Short Metre. 
Safety in GOD. 

HEN overwhelm'd with Grief, 

My Heart within me dies, 

pleſs and far from all Relief 

Lo Heav'n I lift my Eyes. 


ead me to the Rock 
Us high above my Head, 


206 
And make the Covert of thy Wings 


PSALM LXII. 


My ſhelter and my Shade. 


9 Within thy Preſence, Lord, 


For ever I'll abide; 


Thou art the Tow'r of my Defence, 


The Refuge where I hide. 


4 Thou giveſſ me the Lot 


No Truft in the Creatures: or, Faith in divine Graz 


1 


2 


2 
— 


U 


Of thoſe that fear thy Name; 


If endleſs Lie be their Reward, 


I ſhall poſie the ſame. 


Psatm LXII. g—12. Long Metre, 


Power, 


II ſpirit looks to Gop alone: 

11 My Rock and Refuge is his Throne 
In all my Fears, in all my Straits, 

My Soul on his Salvation waits. 


Truſt him, ye Saints, in all your Ways, 
Pour out vour Heart before his Lace; 
When Helpers fail and toes invade, 

God is our all- ſufficient Aid. 


Falſe are the Men of high Degree, 
The baſer Sort are Vanity; 
Jaid in the Balance both appear 
Light as a Puff of empty Air. 


Make not increaſing Gold your Truſt, 
Nor ſet you Hearts on glitt'ring Dutt ; 
Wu will you graſp the fleeting Smoke, 
Aud uot believe what Gov has ſpoke 7 


5 Once has his awſul Voice declar'd, 


Once and again my Ears have heard, 
« All Pow'r is his eternal Duc; 
« He mult be fear'd and truſted too.“ 


6 For {ov'rcign Pow'r reigns nat alone, 


Grace is a Partner of the Throne; 
Thy Grace and Juſtice, mighty Lord 
Shall well divide our laſt Reward, 


PSALM 


ARL)Y 
I natt 
My thirity 
n hout 


Bo Pilgrim 
B 1eath 
ond for a 


ve ſeen th 
Thro' all 
ly Gop, r 
That viſic 


ot all the 
Can pleaſ 
$ when thy 
And in th 


ot Life uf, 
Can my b 
Ir raue to h 
As thy for 


bus till my 
I'!l bleſs x 
nus will I | 
And done! 


PSALM | 


M. 
WAS in 
[ thou 


Kept thy 101 
Amidſt the 
} Fleſh lay 

Ay Soul ar 


PSALM IXIII. 
PALM LXIII. 2, 2, 5, 3, 4 Firſt Part. 


Common Mette 
The Morning of a Lord Day. 


ARLY, my Cod, without Delay, 
[ naite to ſeek tny Face; 
My thirity Spirit taints away, 
Wu hout thy chearing Grace. 


& Pilgrims on the ſcorching Sand, 
B-1eath a burning Sky, 

on; for a cooling Stream at Hand, 
And they muſt drink or die. 


etre. 
ine Cra e ſcen thy Glory and thy Pow'r 
a Thro' all thy Temple ſhine; 
ly Gov, repeat that heav'nly Hour, 
That viſion fo divine. 
rone 3 
ot all the Bleſſings of a Feaſt 
Can pleaſe my Soul ſo well, 
NR en thy richer Grace I taſte, 
u And in thy Preſence dwell. 
ot Life tfelf with all her Joys, 
Cen my beſt Paſſions move, 
Ir raue to high my chearful Voice, 
As thy forgiving Love. 
dus till my laſt expiring Day 
LI bleſs my Gov and King; 
"alt, aus ie lift my Hands to pray, 
it ; And tune my Lips to ling. 
om Part LXIII. 6— 10. Second Part. 
Ke 
1 Common Metre. 
* Midnight Thuug hts recollected. 
WAS in the Watches of the Night 
. thought upon thy Pow'r 
Dd | , 
— Kent thy lovely Face in Sight 
: Amalt the darkeit Hour, 
rd ! Fleſh lay reſting on my Bed 


Ay Soul aroſe on high ; 


118 PSALM LXIII. 


« My GOD, my Life, my Hope, 1 ſaid, 
„ Bring thy Salvation nigh.” 


1 3 My ſpirit labours up thine Hill, 
And climbs the heav'nly Road ; 
But thy Right-hand upholds me ſtill, 

While I purſue my Gov. 


4 Thy Mercy ſtretches o'er my Head 

8 The Shadow of thy Wings ; 

| My Heart rejoices in thine Aid, 
My Tongue awakes and ſings. 


5 But the Deſtroyers of my Peace 
Shall fret and rage 1n vain ; 
The Tempter ſhall for ever ceaſe, 
And all my Sins be ſlain. 


6 Thy Sword ſhall give my Foes to Death, 
And ſend them down to dwell 
In the dark Caverns of the Earth, 
Or to the Deeps of Hell. 


Psatm LXIII. Long Metre, 


Life. 
1 
J Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt; 
The Glories that compoſe thy Name, 
Stand all engag'd to make me bleſt. 


Thou Grea: and Good, thou Juſt and Wile, 
Thou art my Father and my God ; 
And Iam thine by ſacred Ties; 
Thy Son, thy Servant, bought with Blood, 


| | 3 With Heart and Eyes, and lifted Hands 
1 itt For Thee I long, to Thee 1 look, 
= As Travellers, in thirſty Lands, 


2 


| Pant for the cooling Water-brook. 
os 4 Withearly Feet I lovet* appear 
* Among thy Saints; and ſeek thy Face; 


1 Oft have I ſcen thy Glory there, 
And felt the Pow'r of ſov'reigu Grace. 


Longing after GOD : or, The Love of GOD better 


REAT God, indulge my humble Claim, 
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PSALM- LXIII- 


vor all the Joys our Senſes know, 
Could make me fo divinely bleſt, 
Or raiſe my chearful Paſſions ſo. 


My Life itſelf, without thy Love 

No laſte of Pleaſure could afford; 
Twould but a tireſome Burden prove, 
If I were baniſh'd from the Las 


Amidſt the wakeful Hours of Night, 

Vhen buſy Cares afflict my Head, 

ne Thought of Thee gives new Delight, 
\nd adds Refreſhment to my Bed. 


lift my Hands, I'll raiſe my Voice, 

Vnile I have Breath to pray or praiſe ; 
h his Work ſhall make my Hear. rejoice, 
285 nd ſpend the Remnant of thy Days. 


PSsALMu LXIII Short Metre, 
Seeking 60. A 


re. Ty quran” > N 
© is Joy, to ca ce mine; 

O bett FIT mv early Cries prevail 

' To taſte thy Love divine. 
le — Ly thirſty fainting Soul 
ay F Thy Mercy does implore: 
, ot Travellers in defart Lands 

4 Can pant for Water more, 

e bs » 
nd Wit, thin thy Churches, Lord, 
long to find my Place, 

4, iy Pow'r and Glory to behold, 
oo And teel thy quick'ning Grace. 
ands a n 

Life without thy Love 
No reliſh; can afford; 
d Joy can be compar'd with this, 
lo ſerve and pleaſe the Lord. 
d Thee 1'11 lift my Hands, 
CE 3 And praiſe thee while I hve : 
_ the Rich dainties of a Feaſt 


ouch Food or Pleaſure give. 


Not Fruits, nor Wines, that tempt our Taſte, * 


PSALM LXV. 


6 In wakeful Hours of Night, 
I call my Gos to Mind: 
I think how wiſe thy counſels are, 
And all thy Dealings kind. - 


- Since Thou haſt been my Help, 
To Thee my Sparit flies, 
And on thy watchful Providence 
My chearful Hope relies, 


8 The Shadow of thy Wings 
My Soul in Safety keeps: 
I follow where my Father leads, 
And he ſupports my Steps. 
Psalm LXV. 


Public Prayer and Praiſe. 


2 HE Praiſe of Sion waits for Thee, 


Thereſhall the Saints thy Glory ſee, 
And there perform their public Vows. 


To fave, when humble Sinners pray, 
All Lands to Thee ſhall lift their Eyes, 
And Iflands of the Northern Sea. 

3 Againſt my Will my Sins prevail, 
But Grace ſhall purge away their Stain; 
The Blood of Chriit will never fail 
To waſh my Garments white again. 


5 Bleftis the Man who thou ſhalt chuſe, 
And give h:m kind Acceſs to Thee ; 
Give him a Place within thy Houſe, 
To taſte thy Love divinely free. 


| : PAavusE. 

Þ 5 Let Babel fear when Sion prays :! 
ts Babel, prepare for long Diitreſs, 
When Sion's Gop himſelf arrays 
In Terror, and in Righteouſneſs. 


| 6 Wich dreadful Glory Gop fulfils 
| What his afflicted Saints requeſt 


1—5. Firſt part. Long Met 


My Gop ; and Praiſe becomes thy Hou 


2 O Thou, whoſe Mercy bends the Skies, 
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PSALM LXV. 


and with Almighty Wrath reveals 
lis Love to give his Churches Reſt, 


hen ſhall the flocking Nations run 
o Sion's Hill, and own their Lord; 
he rifing and the ſetting Sun 

hall ſce the Saviour's Name ador'd. 


al LXV. g—13- Second Part. Long Metre. 


ne Providence in Air, Earth, and Sea: or, The 
God of Nature and Grace. © 


HE Gop of our Salvation hears 

The Groans of Sion mix'd with Tears: 
et when he comes with kind Deſigns, 
o' all his Way his Terrors ſhines, 


him the Race of Man depends, 
r as the Earth's remoteſt Ends, 
here the Creator's Name 1s known, 
Nature's feeble Light alone 


lors, that travel o'er the Flood, 

Idreſs their frighted Souls to Gop, 
hen Tempeſts rage, and Billows roar 
creadful Dritance from the Shore. 


bids the noiſy Tempeſts ceaſe ; 

calms the raging Crowd to Peace, 
en a tumultuous Nation raves, 

id as the Winds, and loud as Waves. 


ole Kingdoms, ſhaken by the Storm, 
lettles in a peacefu! Form, l 
untains eſtabliſſ by his Hand, 

n on their old Foundations tand, 


old his Enſigns ſweep the Sky, 
Comets blaze, and Light'nings fly; 
Heathen Lands. with ſwift {urprize, 
n the bright Horrors turn their Eyes. 


s Con. mand the Mor Ray 
es in the L, and cads ine Day, 
uides the Sun's declining Wheels 
as Tops of Weſtern Hills. 
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g S-aſons and Times obey his Voice; 
The Evening and the Morn rejoice 
To ſee the Earth made foft with Show'rs, 
Laden with Fruit, and dreſt in Flow'rs, 


ind Wo 
Fulfil 


hus ſha 


9 'Tis from his wat'ry Stores on high, f —_— 
He gives the thirſty Ground Supply ; And m 
He walks upon the Clouds, and thence Bs Boas 
Doth his enriching Drops diſpenſe. When « 

10 The Deſart grows a fruitful Fie d, but they {| 
Abundant Food the Vallies yield; And lo 
The Vallies ſhout with chearful Voice, SAL x 1 
And neighb'ring Hills repeat their Joys, oy 

Providency 


11 The Paſtures ſmile in green Array, 
There Lambs and larger Cattle play; 
The larger Cattle and the Lamb, 17 
Each in his Language ſpeaks thy Name. G 


12 Thy Works pronounce thy Pow'r divine; gn 


O'er every Field thy Glories ſhine ; 
Thro' every Mouth thy Gilts appear; he Mornin 


Great Gop ! thy Goodneſs crowns the Year, Succeſſive 
hy plenteo 


Psaum LXV. Firſt Part. Common Me hy Flow 

A Prayer-hearing GOD, and the Gentiles call — 

1 RAISE waits in Sian, Lord for Thee; = —— 
There ſhall our Vows be paid; e Autho 

Thou haſt an Ear when Sinners ptay, "ofe wand? 
All Fleſh ſhall ſeck thine Aid. Born by thi 

k A F ith wat'ry I 

2 Lord, our Iniquities prevail, The Fuzrov 
But pard'ning Grace is thine, | thirds n 
And thou wilt grant us Pow'r and Skill And R? Ri. 
To conquer ev'ry Sin. 4 hangar 


3 Bleſs'd are the Men whom thou wilt chu Thy Goodn 
To bring them near thy Face, 
Give them a dwelling in thine Houſe, 
To fealt upon thy Grace. 


3 In anſw'ring what thy Church requelis, 
Jy Truth and Terror ſhine, 


PSALM LXV. 


\nd Works of dreadful Righteeuſneſi 
Fulfil thy kind Deſign, 
nus ſhall the wond'ring Nations ſee 
The Lord is good and juſt ; 
and diſtant Iflands fly to Thee, 
And make thy Name their Truſt. 
ce They dread thy ghtt'ring Tokens, Lord, 
When Signs in Heav'n appear, 

bat they ſhall learn thy holy Word, 

And love as well as fear, 


ice, PAIN LXV. Second Part. Common Metre. 
Joys Providence of GOD in Air, Earth, and Sa: or, The 
E Bleffing of Rain. 


y 3 i Bay by thy Strengih the Mountains ſtand, 
Same. God of eternal Pow'r ; 
f he Sea grows calm at thy Command, 
r divine; And Tempeſts ceaſe to roar. 
3 he Morning Light and Evening Shade 
car 3 : 


Succeſſive Comforts bring: 
by plenteous Fruits make Harveſt glad, 
Thy Flow'rs adorn the Spring. 


aſons and Times and Moons and Hours, 
Heav'n, Earth, and Air are thine ; 

ben Clouds diſtil in fruitful Show'rs, 
The Author 1s divine. 

ofe wand' ring Ciſterns in the Sky 
Born by the Winds around, 

th wat'ry Treaſures well ſupply 

The Furrows of the Ground. 

bh | e thirſty Ridges drink their Fill 

and Skill And Ranks of Corn appear; 

y Ways abound with Bleſſings till, 

a wilt chu Thy Goodneſs crowns the Year. 


is the Len. 
mmon Men 
gentiles call 


"or Thee; 
aid 
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h requelis. 
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114 PSALM LXVI. 
PSALM LXV. Third Part. Common Mette. 


The Bleſſings of the Spring; or, GOD gives Ran E — © 

A Pſalm for the Huſbandman. FORK 

, 1 is the Lord, the heav'nly King, Hor 
Who makes the Earth his Care; In Mo/, 

Viſits the Paſtures ev'ry Spring, Aud 
And bids the Graſs appear. ke: 

2 The Clouds, like Rivers rais'd on high, Whil 
Pour out at thy Command There c 
Their wat'ry Bleſſings from the Sky, And | 
To chear the thirſty Land. ls rt 

3 The ſoften'd Ridges of the Field Will! 
Permit the Corn to ſpring; Provoke 

The Vallies rich Proviſion yield, And 't 
And che poor Labourets ſing. O bleſs o 

4 The little Hills on ev'ry Side Ye Sair 
Rejoice at falling Show'rs ; He keeps 

The Meadows, dreſs'd in all their Pride, And gu 
Perfume the Air with Flow'rs. ord, thoy 

5 The barren Clods, refreſh'd with Rain, Jo mak, 
Promiſe a joyful Crop ; o Silver b 

The parched Grounds look green again, The Met 
And raiſe the Reaper's Hope. Thro' wat? 

6 The various Months thy Goodneſs crowns, We marc 
How beautecous are thy Ways; ed iO poſſe 
The bieating Flocks, ſpread o'er the Downs, BY thine 
And Shepherds ſhout thy Praiſe. Pain 
PsaLm LXVI. Firft Part. Common Men Pra, 
Coverning Power and Goodneſs : or, Our Grace NOW m 
To th 


25 AHictions. 
1 ING, all ye Nations, to the Lord, 
Sing with a joyful Noiſe; 


lat heard t 


In my diſt 


With Melody oi Sound record I Lips and 
His Honours and your Joys. o make h 

me v 1 
2 Say to the Pow'r that ſhakes the Sky, The Wand 


«« How terrible art Thou! 


PSALM LXVI. 


n Metre, « Sinners before thy Preſence fly, 
rive Ran, Or at thy Feet they bow.“ 


come, ſes the Wonders of our Cop, 
How glorious are tis Ways! 
In Mojes* Hand he puts his Rod, 

| And cleaves the frighted Seas. 


He made the ebbing Channel dry, 
While Zrac! paſs'd the Flood; 

There did the Church begin their Joy, 
And triumph in their Cop. 


He rules by his reſiſtleſs Might; 
Will Rebel Mortals dare 

Prov oke th* Eternal to the Fight, 
And 'tempt that dreadful War ? 


O bleſs our Gop, and never ceaſe; 

Ye Saints, fulfit his Praiſe; 
He keeps our Life, maintains our Peace, 
And guides our doubtful Ways. 


ride, 
ord, thou haſt prov'd on! ſuff'ring Souls, 
To make our Graces ſhine ; 

o Silver bears the burning Coals, 

The Metal to refine. 


Lain, 


Zain; 


Thro' wat' ry Deeps and fiery Ways 

Me march at thy Command, 

ed to poſſeſs the promis'd Place, 

By thine, unerring Hand. 

PALM LXVI. 13—20. Second Part, 
Praiſe to GOD fer hearing Prayer. 

TOW ſhall my folemn Vows be paid 

To that Almighty Pow'r, 


tat heard the long Requeſts I made 
ord, In my diſtreſstul Hour. " 


crovns; 


ir Grace if 


Ly Lips and chearful Heart prepare 
lo make his Meicies known ; 
me ve that fear my Cop, and hear 
75 Ihe Wonders he qo done. 
2 
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3 When on my Head huge Sorrows fell 
I ſought bis heawnly Aid; | 
He bv my ſinking Soul from Hell, 
And Death's eterwal Shade. 


4 If Sin lay cover'd in my Heart, 
While Pray's employ'd my — 
The Lord had ſnhewo me no Regard, 
Nor I his Praiſes ſung. 


5 But Gon (his Name be ever bleſt) 
Has ſet my Spirit free, 
Nor turn'd from him my poor Requeſt, 
Nor tura'd his Heart from me. 


Psatm LXVIL Common Metre. 


i CHINE, mighty God, on Brttaen ſhine 
With Beams of Heav'nly Grace; 
Reveal thy Pow'rthro' all our Coaſts, 
And ſhew thy ſmiling Face. 


2 {Amidſt our Iſle exalted high 
Do thou our Glory ſtand, 
And like a Wall of guardian Fire 
Surround thy fav rite Land.} 


When ſhall thy Name from Shore to Shore 
Sound all the Earth abroad, 

And diſtant Nations know and love 
Their Saviour aud their Gop ? 


4 Sing to the Lord, ye diſtant Lands, 
Sing loud with folemn Voice ; | 
While Britt Tongues exalt his Praiſe, 
And gritiſi Hearts rejoice. 


5 He the great Lord, the ſov'reign judge, 
That {11s enthron'd above, 
Wiſeiy commands the World he made, 
In juſtice and in Love. 


6 Earth ſhall obey her Maker's Will, 
And yield a full Increaſe; 


The Nation's Proſperfty, and the Church's Increaſa 
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PSALM LXVIII. 


Our Cop will crown his ehoſen Iſle , 
With Fruitfulneſs and Peace. | 


, Gor the Redeemer featters round 
His choiceſt Favours here, 
While the Creation's utmoſt Bound 
Shall ſee, adore, and fear, 


5 PAIN LXVIII. Fi Part. 1—6, 31—33. 
Long Metre. 


The Vengeance and compaſſion of COD. 


ET Gop ariſe in all his Might, 
jeſt, And put the Troops of Hell to Flight; 
As Smoke that ſought to cloud the Skies 
Before the riſing Tempeſt flies. 


[He comes array'd in burning Flames; 
Juſtice and Vengeance are his Names ; 
Behold his fainting Foes expire 

Like melting Wax before the Fire.] 


He rides and thunder thro? the Sky : 
is Name Jeloral ſounds on high; 
ding to his Name, ye Sons of Grace, 

Ye Saints rejoice before his Face. 
The Widow and the Fatherleſs 

ly to his Aid in ſharp Diftreſs ! 
nhim the Poor and Helpleſs find 


to Shore judge that's juſt, a Father kind. 
1 e breaks the Captive's heavy Chain, 
ad Pris'ners fee the Light again; 
ut Rebels that diſpute his Will, 
$, all dwell in Chains and Darkneſs till, 
Ye "A | Pauszs. 
ingdoms and Thrones to Gop belong; 
Town bim, ye Nations, in your Song: 
Judge, s wond'rous Names and Pow'rs rehearſe; 
TY is Honours ſhall enrich your Verſe. 
- M 7 


ſhakes the Heav'ns with loud Alarms; 
dw terrible is COD in Arms 
ill, F 3 


PSALM LXVIII. 


In rael are his Mercies known, 
Iſrael is his peculiar Throne. 


8 Proclaim him King, pronounce him bleſt; 
He's your Defence, your Joy, your Reſt ; 
When Terrors riſe and Nations faint, 

God is the Strength of every Saint. 


PALM LXVIII. Second Part. 17, 18, 
ChriR's Aſcenſion, and the Gift of the Spirit, 


1 ORD, when thou didſt aſcend on high, 
Ten thouſand Angels fill'd the Sky; 
Thoſe heav*nlv Guards around Thee wait, 
Like Chariots that attend thy State. 


2 Not Sinat's Mountain could appear, 
More glorious when the Lord was there 
While he pronounc'd his dreadful Law, 
And ſtruck the choſen Tribes with Awe. 


How bright the Triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious Pow'rs of Hell, 
That thouſands Souls bad captive mad e, 
Were all in Chains bke Captives led, 


4 Rais'd by his Father to the Throue, 
He ſent the promis'd 17 down, 
With Gifts and Grace for Rebel Men, 


That Cop might dwell on Earth again. 


PALM LXVIII. Third Part. 19, 9, 20, 21,1 
Praiſe for Temporal Bleſſings ; or, Common and jj 


NMercies. 


1 E bleſs the Lord, the Juſt, the Good, 
Who fills our Hearts with Joy and Fo 


Who pours his Bleſſings from the Skies, 
And loads our Days with freſh Supplies. 


2 He ſends the Sun his Circuit round 

To chear the Fruits, to warm the Ground; 
He bids the Clouds, with plenteous Rain, 
Refreſh the thirſty Earth again, 
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PSALM LXIX. 


tis to his Care We owe our Breath, 

| And all our near Eſcapes frem Death: 
Safety and Health to Gov belong; 
He heals the Weak, and guards the Strong. 


He makes the Sarnt and Sinner prove 
The commo Blefſings of his Love; 
But the wid® Difterence that remains 
Is endleſs Joy or endleſs Pains, 


The Lord that bruis'd the Serpent's Head, 
On all the Serpent's Seed ſhall tread, 
The ſtubborn Sinner's Hope confound, 
And ſmite him with a laſting Wound. 


But his Right-hand his Saints ſhall raiſe 
From the deep Earth, or deeper Seas; 
And bring them to his Courts above. 
There ſhall they taſte his ſpecial Love. 


Au LXIX. 1—14. Firſt Part. Common Metreg 
The Sufferings of Chriſt for our Sulxation · 


(AE me, O Gov, the ſwelling Floods 
{6 Break in upon my Soul | 
„I fink ; and Sorrows o'er my Head 
„Like mighty Waters roll. 


« Icry till all my Voice be gone, 
„ In Tears I waite the Day; 

My Gop, behold my longing Eyes, 
© And ſhorten my Delay. 


* They hate my Soul without a Cauſe, 
% And ftill their Number grows 

More than the Hairs around my Head, 
And mighty are my Foes. 


* "Twas then I paid that dreadful Debt 
* That Men could never pay, : 

And gave thoſe Honours to thy Law 
Which Sinners took away.“ 

bus in the great Meſſal's Name, 

Ihe royal Prophet mourns; 


. 2 
— 
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Thus he awakes our Heart to Grief 7 

And gives us Joy by Turns. mon 

6 © Now ſhall the Saints rejoice and find While t 
Salvation in my Name, He ſe 

« For I have borne their heavy Load « Hear 

N Of Sorrow, Pain, and Shame. Iv No 

7 * Grief like a Garment cloth'd me round « Why 
© And Sackcloth was my Dreſs, Fos 

« While I procur'd for naked Souls « With 
„A Robe of Righteouſneſs. 6 The 

8 * Amongſt my Brethren and the Jews While 
« 1 like aStranger ſtood, 1 My 
And bore their vile Reproach to bring % They 
The Gentiles near to Gop. « An 

6 *I came in Sinful Mortals* Stead * * 
« To do my Father's Will, Fre 
Vet when Icleans'd my Father's Houſe, All my! 
© They ſcandaliz'd my Zeal. „% The 

10 © My Faſting and my holy Groans, 4 A sf re 
« Were made the Drunkard's Song; _ 

« But Gop from his celeſtial Throne, «Ilook 
„% Heard my complaining Tongue. &« My 

11 * He ſav d me from the dreadful Deep, ar 
« Nor let my Soul be drown'd; But 

« He rais'd and ſix'd my ſinking Feet „ With \ 
« On well-eſtabliſh'd Ground. © The! 

32 * *Twas in a moſt accepted Hour And f 
« My Pray'r aroſe on high, * The 

« And for mySake, my Gop ſhall hear © Shine i 
„% The dying Sinner's Cry.” « [ett 
Palm LXIX. 14—21- 26, 29, 32. Second Ju And th 
Common Metre. Red 
The Paffion and Exaltation of Chriſt. BY 
1 OW let our Lips with holy Fear © And th 
And mournful Pleaſure ſing „ hall 


The Sufferings of our great High-Pricſt, 
The Sorrows of our King, 


 PSALM-LNIX. 
He ſinks in Floods of deep Diſtreſs; 
How high the Waters riſe! 
ind While to bis heav'nly Father's Ear 
He ſends perpetual Cries. 


1 4 Hear me, 0 Lord, and ſave thy. Son, 
« Nor hide thy ſhinipg Face; 

« Why ſhould thy Fay'rite look like one 
« Forſaken of thy Grace ? 


« With Rage they perſecute the Man 
| «4 That groans beneath thy Wound, 
« While tor a Sacrifice I pour | 

du « My Life upon the Ground. 


bring % They tread my Honour to the Duſt, 
« And laugh when I complain; 
heir ſharp inſulting Slanders add 
+ Freſh Anguiſh to my Pain. 


round 


C All my Reproach is known to Thee 
_—_— « The Scandal and the Shame ; f * 
4 Reproach has broke my bleeding Heart, 
HI And Lies defile my Name. 
ig; 


% ]ook'd for Pity, but in vain ; 
% My Kindred are my Grief; 

% 1 aik my Friends for Comfort round, 
© But meet with no Relief. 


ct „With Vinegar they mock my Thirſt, 
„They Give me Gall for Food; 
„And ſporting with my dying Groans, - 
« They triumph in my Blood. 
hear 6 Shine into my diſtreſſed: Soul, 
Let thy Compaſhon fave ; 


| „And though my Fleſh ſink downto Death, 
1 Second © Redeem-it from the Grave. 4 


2 © I ſhall ariſe to praiſe thy Name, 
Shall reign in Worlds unknown, 
And thy Salvation, O my Gop, 

+ Shall ſeat me on thy Throne.“ 


hriſt. 
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PALM L XIX. Third/Part. Common Metre, 
Chriſt's Obedience and Death; or, GOD glorifel 
6 | 


Sinner 
3 ATHER, I ſing thy wond'rous Grace, 
I bleſs my Saviour's Name, 


He bought Salvation for the Poor, 
And bore the Sinner's Shame. 


2 His deep Diſtreſs had rais'd us high, 
His Duty and his Zeal 
Fulfil'd the Law which Mortals broke, 
And finiſh'd all thy Will. 


His dying Groans, his living Songs 
4 Shall-better pleaſe my Gon, , 
Than Harp or Trumpet's folemn Sound, 
Than Goats or Butlocks Blood. 


4 This ſhall his humble Followers ſee, 
And ſet their Hearts at reſt ; 
They by his Death draw near to Thee, 
And hve for ever bleſt. 


5 Let Heaven and all that dwell on high, 
To Gov their Voices raiſe, 
While Lands and Seas aſſiſt the Sky, 
And join t' advance the Pratfe, 


6 Zion is thine, moſt holy God; 
Thy Son fhall bleſs her Gates: 
And Glory purchas'd by his Blood 
Fortthy own Lſrael waits. 


Psatrm LXIX. Firſt Pazt, Long Metre, 
Chriſt's Paſhon, and Sinners" Salvation. 


1 EE in our Hearts let us record 
The deeper Sorrows of our Lord: 
Behold the riſing Billows roll, 
To overwhelm his holy Soul. 


2 In long Complaints he ſpends his Breath, 
While Hoſts of Hell, and Powers of Death, 
And all the Sons of Malice join 
To execute their curſt Deſign, 
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t, eracions Gop, thy Power and Love 
— the Curſe a Bleſſing prove; 
I hoſe dreadful Sufferings of thy Son 
Aton'd for Sins which we bad done.. 


The Pangs of our expiring Lord 

The Honours of thy Law reſtor'd : 

His Sorrows made thy Juſtice known, 
And paid for Follies not his own. 


O for his Sake our Guilt forgive, 

And let the mourning Sinner live; 

The Lord will hear us in his Name, 

Nor ſhall our Hope be turn'd to Shame. 


Pra XLIX. 7, Sc. ad Part. Long. Metre. 
Chriſt's Sufferings and Zeal. 


ys for thy Sake, eternal God, 
Thy Son ſuſtain'd that heavy Load 

Of baſe Reproach and ſore Diſgrace, 

And Shame defil'd his-ſacred Face.. 


The Jews, his Brethren and his Kin, 
Abus'd the Man that check'd their Sin: 
While he fulfill'd thy holy Laws, 

They hate him, but without a Cauſe. 


[My Father's Houſe, ſaid he, was made 

A Place of Worſtrp not for Trade; 

Then ſcatt'ring all their Gold and Braſs, 

He ſcourg'd the Merchants from the Place. ] 


[Zeal for the Temple of his Gov 
Conſum'd his Life, expos'd his Blood: 
Reproaches at thy Glory thrown 
He felt, and mourn'd them as his own.] 


His Friends forſook, his Followers fled, 
While Foes and Arms ſurround his Head; 
hey curſe him with a fland'rous Tongue, 
ind the falſe Judge maintains the Wrong, ] 


His Life they load with hateful Lies, 
ind charge his Lips with Blaſphemics ; 
F 6 


424 PSALM LXXI. 
They nailthim to the ſhameful Tree: 


There hung the Man that dy'd for me. ru LXX 
7 Wretches with Hearts as hard as Stones Ch1 
Inſult his Piety and Groans : Y 85 
Gall was the Food they gave him there, W. 
And mock'd his Thirſt with Vinegar.] 3 
| Nu 

8 But God beheld ; and from his Throne The 
Marks out the Men that hate his Son: Thou art en 


The Hand that rais'd him from the Dead, * * 
Shall pour due Vengeance on their Head. foe hook | 
PATA LXXI. 5-9. Firſt Part. Comm My Feet ſ 
Metre, Of the c 
The Aged Saint's Reflection and Hope. 2 

7 Y Gov, my everlaſting Hope, 
I live upon thy Truth; — *. 
Thine Hands have held my Childhood up, Il plead . 
And ſtrengthen'd all my Youth. A pa 
2 My Fleſh was faſhion'd by thy Pow'r, ow will 
With all theſe Limbs of mine; The Via 
And from my Mother's painful Hour. My Soul # 
I've been entirely thine. | Shall thy 
9 Still has my Life new Wonders ſeen My Toneu 
Repeated ey'ry Year ; : oe Sad 
Behold my Days that yet remain, His Death 
I truſt them to thy Care. Ae 
4 Caſt me not off when Strength declines, 1 
When hoary Hairs ariſe; With ob 
And round me let-Thy Glory ſhine, 3 
Whene'er thy Servant dies. Nor ahi 


5 Then in the Hiſtory of my Age, 

When Mcureview my Days, 
They'll read thy Love in ev'ry Page, 
In ev'ry Line thy Praiſe. 


PSALN LX 
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PSALM LXXI. 
ru LXXI. 13, 14, 16, 23, 22, 24, 2d Part, 


Chriſt our Strength and Righteouſneſs, 
Y Saviour, my Almighty Friend, 
When I begin thy Praiſe, 
Where will the growing Numbers end, 
The Numbers of thy Grace? 


Thou art my everlaſting Truſt, 
Thy Goodneſs I adore'! 

And ſince 1 knew thy Graces firſt, | 
I ſpeak thy Glories more. | | i} 

My Feet ſhall travel all the Length 
Of the celeftial Road, 


And march with Courage in thy Strength | 
To ſee my Father God. | 


When I am ſill'd with ſore Diftreſs | 
For ſome ſurpriſing Sin, | 
ll plead thy perfect Righteouſneſs, | 
And mention none but Thine. | 
How will my Lips rejoice to tell | 
The Vict'ries of my King! | 
My Soul redeem'd Sin and Hell | 
Shall thy Salvation ſing. | 


125 


My Tongue ſhall all the Day proclaim | 
My Saviour and my God | 
His Death has brought my Foes to ſhame, 
And drown'd them in his Blood. 


Awake, awake, my tuneful Pow'rs 3 
With this delightful Song 


1']] entertain the darkeſt Hours, 
Nor think the Seaſon long. 


Palm LXXI. 19=21. Third Part. 
ie Aged Chriſtian's Prayer and Song; or, Oid Age, 
Death, and the Reſurrection. 
£2.00 of my Childhood and my Youth, 
The Guide of all my Days, 


I have declar'd thy heavenly Truth, 
And told thy wond'rous Ways. 


126 | PSALM LXXIT. 
2 Wilt thou forſake my hoary Hairs, 
And leave my fainting Heart? 


Who fhall fuſtain' my finking Years, 
It Gon my Strength depart ? 


g Let me thy Power and Truth proclaim 
To the ſurviving Age, | 
And leave a Saviour of thy Name 
When 1 ſhall quit the Stage. 


4 The Land of Silence and of Death 
Attends my next Remove ; 
O may theſe poor Remains of Breath 
Teach the wide World thy Love; 


Paus xk. 


5 Thy Righteouſneſs is deep and high, 
Unſcarchable thy Deeds ; 
Thy Glory ſpreads beyond the Sky, 
And all my Praiſe exceeds. 


6 Oft have I heard thy Threat'nings roar, 
And oft endur'd the Grief; 
But when thy Hand has preſt me ſore, 
Thy Grace was my Relief. 


7 By long Experience have I known 
Thy ſov'reign Pow'r to ſave ; 
At thy Command I venture down 
Securelyto the Grave. | 


When I lie buried deep in Duſt, 
My Fleſh ſhall be thy Care; 
Theſe withering Limbs with Thee I truſt 
To raiſe them ſtrong and fair. 
PsALN LXXII. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 
The Kingdom of Chriſt, 
2» F*REAT Gov, whoſe univerſal Sway 
The known and unknown Worlds obey, 
Now give thy Kingdom to thy Son, 
Extend his Power, exalt his Throne.. 


2 Thy Sceptre well becomes his Hands, 
All Heaven ſubmits to his Commands; 
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His Juſtice ſhall avenge the Poor, 
And Pride and Rage prevail no more. 


With Power he vindicates the Juſt, 
And treads th* Oppreſſor in the Duſt ; 
His Worſhip and his Fear ſhall} laſt, 
2 Till Hours, and Vears, and Time be paſt. 


As Rain on Meadows neuly mon, 
& ſhall he ſend his In uence down : 
His Grace on fainting Souls diſtils, 
Like heavenly Dew on thirfty Hills, 


The Heathen Lands that lie beneath 
The Shades of overſpreading Death 
Revive at firſt his dawning Light, 
And Deſerts bloſſom at the Sight. 


The Saints ſhall flouriſh in his Days, 
Dreſt in the Robes of Joy and Praiſe ; 
Peace like a River from his Throne. 
Shall Now to Nations yet unknown, 


ry PSALN LXXII. Second Part. 
5 Chriſt's Kingdom among the Gentiles, 


n ſhall reign here et the Sun; 
Does his ſucceſſive Journeys run; 

His Kingdom ſtretch from Shore to Shore, 
Till Moon ſhall wax and wane no more. 


[Beholds tbe Iflands with their Kings, 
And Europe her beſt Tribute brings; 
From North to South the Princes mect 
To pay their Homage at his Feet. 


; Metre, There Perſia, glorious to behold, 

There India ſhines in Eaſtern Gold; 

And barbarous Nations at thy Word 
Submit, and bow, and own their Lord.] 


for him ſhall endleſs Pray'r-be made, 

And Princes throng to crown his Head ; 
Hrs Name like ſweet Perfume ſhall riſe- 
With every Morning Sacrifice. 


truſt 


"ay 
ds obey, 


228 PSALM LXXIII. 


5 People and Realms of every Tongue 
Dwell on his Love with ſweeteſt Song: 
And Infant-Voices ſhall proclaim 
Their early Bleſſings on his Name. 


6 Bleſſings abound where'er he reigns, 
The Priſoner leaps to loſe his Chains; 
The. Weary find eternal Ret, 

And all the Sons of Want are bleſt. 


7 Where he diſplays his healing Power, 
Death and the Curſe are known no more; 
In him the Tribes of Adam boaſt 

More Bleſſings than their Father loſt. 


8 Let every Creature riſe and bring, 
Peculiar Honours to our King, 
Angels deſcend with Songs again, 
And Earth repeat the loud Amen. 


1 OW I'm convinc'd the Lord is kind 
To Men of Heart ſincere, 
Yet once my fooliſh Thoughts repin'd, 
And border'd on Deſpair. 


2 Ipriey'd to ſee the Wicked thrive, . 
And ſpoke with angry Breath, 
«© How pleaſant and profane they live! 
„% How peaceful is their Death; 


3 © With well- fed Fleſh and haughty Eyes 
% They lay their Fears to ſleep ; 

© Againſt the Heavens their ſlanders riſe, 
While Saints in Silence weep. 


4 In vain I lift my Hands to pray, 
And cleanſe my Heart in vain, 

&« For I am chaiten'd all the Day, 
* The Night renews my Pain.” 


6 Yet when my Tongue indulg'd Complaints, 
I telt my Heart reprove; 


Psa1m LXXIII. Firſt Part, Common Mey 
Micted Saints happy, and proſperous Sinners curſe, 
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PSALMLXXIII. 
« And grieve the Men I love.“ 


The Confli too ſevere, 
Till I retir'd to ſearch thy Word, 
Aud learn thy Secrets there. 


here, as in ſome prophetic Glaſs, 
| ſaw the Sinner's Feet 

High mounted on a ſlippery Place, 

Beſide a fiery Pit. 


1 heard the Wretch profanely boaſt, 
Till at thy Frown he fell; 

His Honours in a Dream were loſt, 

And he awakes in Hell. 


ord what an envious Fool I was ! 
How like a thoughtleſs Beaſt ! 
Thus to ſuſpect thy promis'd Grace, 
And think the wicked bleſt. 


Yet was I kept from fell Deſpair, 
Upheld by Pow'r unknown ; 


mon Metre 
nners Curſes 
kind 

d, Shall guide me to thy Throne. 


_ Metre. 


COD our Portion here and hereafter. 
OD, my Supporter and my Hope, 


e! 


My Holy for ever near, 
Eyes hine Arm of Mercy held me up 
When ſink ing in Deſpair. 
rife, 


Through this dark Wilderneſs; 


bine Hand conduct me near thy Seat, 


To dwell before thy Face. 


ere I in Heaven without my Gop, 
late 'Twould be no joy to me; 
Plain Ira whilſt this Earth is my Abode, 
long for none but Thee. 


Sure I ſhall thus offend thy Saints, 


But till I found my Doubts too hard, 


hat bleſſed Hand that broke the Snare 


un LXXIII. 23—28. 2d. Part. Common 


by Counſels, Lord, ſhall guide my Feet 
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190 
3 What if che Springs of Life were broke, 
And Fleſh and Heart ſhould faint, 
Gov, is my Soul's eternal Rock, 
The Strength of ev'ry Saint. 


5 Behold, the Sinners that remove 
Far from thy Preferice die; 
Not all the Idol-Gods they love 

Can ſave them when they cry. 


6 But to draw near to Thee, my Gov, 
Shall be my ſweet Employ ; 


My Tongue ſhall ſound thy Works abroad, 


And tell the World my Joy. 


PSALM LXXIII. 22 3 6, 19—20. Long M 


The Proſperity of Sinners ctirſed. 


1 ORD, What a thoughtleſs Wretch was! 


To mourn and murmur, and repine 
To ſee the Wicked plac'd on high, 
In Pride and Robes of Honour ſhine ! 


2 But, O their End, their dreadful End! 
Thy Sanctuary taught me ſo: 

Oa ſlippery Rocks I ſce them ſtand, 
And fiery Billows roll below. 


Now let them boaſt how tall they riſe, 
I'll never envy them again, | 

There they may ſtand with haughty Eyes, 
Till they plunge deep in endleſs Pain. 

4 Their fancy'd Joys how faſt they flee ! 
Juſt likea Dream when Man awakes ? 
Their Songs of ſofteſt Harmony 

Are but a preface to their Plagues. 


5 Now I eſtcem their Mirth and Wine, 
Too dear to purchaſe with my Blood ; 
Lord, *tis enough thou art mine, 

My Life, my Portion, and my Gov. 
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PSALM LXXIII. 
P;zatm LXXIII. Short Metre. 
The Myſtery of Providence unfolded. 


URE there's a righteous Gop, 

) Nor is Religion vain ; 

Men of Vice may boalt aloud, 
And Men of Grace complain. 


au the Wicked riſe, 

And felt my Heart repine, 

Thile haughty Fools with ſcornful Eyes, 
In Robes of Honour ſhine. 


roke, 


mper'd with wanton Eaſe, 

Their Fleſh looks full and fair, 

xeir Wealth rolls in like flowing Seas. 
And grows without their Care. 


ee from the Plagues and Pains 

That pious Souls endure, . 

ro' all their Life Oppreſſion reigas, 
And racks the humble Poor. 


heir impious Tongues blaſpheme 

The everlaſting Gov : 

cir malice blaſts the good Man's Name, 
And ſpreads their Lies abroad. 


tl with flowing Tears 

Indulg'd my Doubts to riſe; 

Is there a God that fees or hears 
The Things below the Skies ?] 


he Tumults of my Thought 

Held me in hard Suſpenſe, 

Il to thy Houſe my Feet were brought 
To learn thy Juſtice thence. 


by Word with Light and Power 
, Did my Miſtakes amend ; 

48 4 view'd the Sinners Life before, 
But here I learnt their End, 


a what a ſlippery Steep 
The thoughtleſs Wretches go; 
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And O that dreadful fiery Deep 
That waits their Fall below ! 


10 Lord, at thy Feet I bow, 
My Thoughts no more repine ; 
I call my Gup my Portion now, 
And all my Powers are thine. 


— 


PSsALIN LXXIV. Common Metre, 
The Church pleading with COD under ſore Perle 


1 ILL God for ever caſt us off? 
His Wrath for ever ſmoak 
Againſt the people of his Love, 
His little choſen Flock ? 


2 Think of the Tribes ſo dearly bought 
With their Redeemer's Blood ; 
Nor let thy Sion be forgot, 
Where once thy Glory ſtood. 


3 Lift up thy Feet, and march in Haſte, 
Aloud our Ruin calls; 
See what a wide and fearful Waſte 
Is made within thy Walls. 


4 Where once thy Churches pray'd and ſang, 


Thy Foes profanely foar! 
Qyer thy Gates their Enfigns hang, 
Sad Tokens of their Power. 


5 How are the Seats of Worſhip broke ! 
They tear thy Buildings down, 
And he that deals the heavieſt Stroke, 
Procures the chief Renown. 


6 With Flames they threaten to deſtroy 
Thy Children in their Neſt : . 
Come let us burn at once, they cry, 


The Temple and the Prieſt, 
7 And ſtill to heighten our Diſtreſs, 


Thy Preſence is withdrawn; 
Thy wonted Signs of Pow'r and Grace, 
Thy Pow and Grace are gone, 
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o prophet ſpeaks to calm our Woes, 
But all the Seers mourn ; 
ere's not a Soul amongſt us knows 
The Time of thy Return, 


Paus. 
aw long, eternal Gor, how long, 


| Metre Shall Men of Pride blaſpheme ? 
: zl Saints be made their endleſs SONg, 
pre Per (uu And bear immortal Shame ? 


znſt thou for ever ſit and hear 
Thine holy Name profan'd ? 

d till thy Jealouſy forbear, 

And fill with-hold thine Hand? 


Chat ſtrange Deliv*rance haſt thou ſhown 
In Ages long before ; 

d now no other Gov we own, 

No other Gop adore. 


hou didſt divide the raging Sea 

By thy reſiſtleſs Might, 

d make thy Tribes a wond'rous Way, 
And then ſecure their Flight. 


md ſang, not the World of Nature thine, 
The Darkneſs and the Day ? 
aſt not thou bid the Morning ſhine, 
And mark the Sun his Way? 


T* 


zht 


te, 


el! ath not thy Power form'd ey'ry Coaſty 
And ſet the Earth its Bounds, 

e, th Summer's Heat, and Winter's Froſt, 
la their perpetual Rounds ? . 

Yy ind ſhall the Sons of Earth and Duſt 


That ſacred Pow'r blaſpheme ? 
not thy Hand that ſorm'd them firſt 
Avenge thine injur'd Name ? 
umb on the Cov'nant thou haſt made, 
And all thy Words of Love; 

ace, vr let the Birds of Prey invade 
Ang vex thy mournivg Dove, 
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17 Our Foes would triumph in our Blood, . 2 

And make our Hope their Jeſt; 3 

4 Plead thy own Cauſe, Almighty. God, o ſhall t 
1 N And give thy Children Reſt. ' 1d while | 
Mt ITY Ind lay the 
| Ps ALM LXXV. Long Metre, 6 Lins ſha 

Power and Government from GOD alone. 
Lb PSALM 
# Apply to the glorious Revolution by King Wy, 

Au, or the happy Acceſſion of King GN el ed and 

the Throne. egatnſt has 

O Thee, moſt Holy and moſt High, N Judah G 

To thee we bring our thankful Praiſe; His Nami 

Thy Works declare thy Name is nigh, Salem ſtoo 
Thy Works of Wonder and of Grace. And Sion v 
2 Britain was doom'd to be a Slave, ,0ng the J 

Her Frame diſſolv'd; her Fears were great; Mis Dwelli 
When Gop a new Supporter gave, ere he rece 


To bear the Pillars of the State. Avainſt the 


3 He from thy Hand receiv'd his Crown, bm Sion we 
And ſware to rule by whoſeſome Laws; and broke 
His Foot ſhall tread th* Oppreſſor down, e bow, the 
His Arm defend the righteous Cauſe. And cruſh' 

4 Let haughty Sinners fink their Pride, hat are the 
Nor lift ſo high their {cornful Head; ut mighty 


e Hill on w 
Is glorious x 


But lay their fooliſh Thoughts aſide, 
And own the King that Con hath mae, 


5 Such Honours never come by Chance, vas Zion's K 
Nor do the Winds Promotion blow; Captains 
*Iis God the Judge doth one advance, Men of M 
*Tis God that lays another low. And never f. 

6 No vain Pretence to Royal Birth by Rebuk 
Shall hx a Tyrant on the Throne ; A Hors i 
Gp, the great Sovereign of the Earth, 4 k xl 46 wh 


Will rife, and make his Juſtice known. 


His Hand holds out the dreadful Cup, 
Ot Vengeance mix'd with various Plagues, 


by Venzeat 
at Power CA 
en once t 
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1 
r make the Wicked drink them up, | | | 
Blood, ng out, and taſte the bitter Dregs, $i 
30d, o ſhall the Lord exalt the Juſt, | 1 
\ ad while he tramples on the Proud, [ i 
Ind lay their Glory in the Duit, bl | 
letre. ſy Lips ſhall ſing his Praiſe aloud} 11 
'D alone, 1 
ITS PSALM LXXVI. Common Metre, 1 
| King Mn . [| 
ng Got el ſaved and the Aſſyrians deflroyed ; 60 D', Vengeance? | J 
gain his Enemies proceeds from his Church. 1 | 
igh, N Judah Gop of old was known ; t i | 
Praiſe: His Name in Tjracl great . WH. 
ugh, Salem ſtood his holy Throne, \ | 
ace. And Son was his Seat. 
100g the Praiſes of his Saints, 
ere great; His Dwelling there he chole ; ; Qi 
| ere he receiv'd their juſt Complaints, | j 
Againſt their haughty Foes. il} 
own, om Sion went his dreadful Word 1 
Laws; And broke the threat'ning Spear; | 
don, e bow, the Arrows, and the Sword, 
uſe. And cruſh'd the Aſſyrian War. 
de, hat are the Earth's wide Kingdom elſe, 
d; ut mighty Hills of Prey? 
le, e Hill on which Fehovah dwells 
mas. Is glorious more than they. 
nce, yas Lion's King that Ropp'd the Breath 
WW 3 Captains and their Bands: 
ice, Men of Might ſlept faſt in Death 
ind never found their Hands. 
lay Rebuke, O Jacob's Gop, 
Ek oh Horſe and Chariot fell: 
* a 0 knows the Terrors of thy Rod ? 
arg. ay Vengeance who can tell ? 
2 t Power can ſtand before thy Sight 


Ven once thy Wrath appears ? 


1865 PSALM” LXXVIT. 


The Earth hes ſtill and fears. 


8 When Gov in his own ſov'reigu Ways 
Comes down to fave th' Oppreſt, 
The Wrath of Man ſhall work his Praiſe, 
And he'll reſtrain the reſt. 


9 [Vow to the Lord, and tribute bring, 
Yet Princes fear his Frown : 
His Terror ſhakes the proudeſt King. 
And cuts an Army down. 


10 The Thunder ofhis ſharp Rebuke 
Our haughty Foes ſhall feel; 
For Jacob's God bath not Forſook, 
But dwells in Zion ſtill.] 


Melancholy aſſaulting, and Hope prevailing, 


3 O Gov I cry'd with mournful Voice, 
I ſought his gracious Ear, 
In the ſad Day when troubles roſe, 
And fill'd the Night with Fear. 


2 Sad were my Days, and dark my Nights, 
My ſoul refus'd Relief; 
I thought on Gov, the Juſt and Wiſe, 
But Thought increas'd my Grief, 
g Still I complain'd, and ſtill oppreſt, 
My Heart he began to break; 
My Gom, thy Wrath forbad my Reſt, 
And kept my Eyes awake. 


4 My overwhelming Sorrows grew, 
* ill I could ſpeak no more; 
Then I within myſelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy Judgements o'er. 


5 1 call'd back Years and ancient Times 
When I beheld thy Face; 
My Spirit ſearch'd for ſecret Crimes 
That might with-hold thy Greces 
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When Heav'n ſhines round with dreadful Liz, Wt call'd th 
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PSALM LXXVII. 

I call'd thy Mercies to my Mind 

Which I enjoy'd before ; N 
And will the Lord no more be kind ? 


0 His Face appear no more ? 
iſe, Will he for ever caſt me off ? 
His Promiſe ever fail ? 
las he forgot his tender love ? 
85 Shall Anger ſtill prevail ? 
|; but 1 forbid this hopeleſs Thought, 
This dark, deſpairing Frame, 
tememb'ring what thy Hand hath wrought ; 
Thy Hand is ſtill the ſame. | 
l think again of all thy Ways, 
And talk thy Wonders o'er, 
by Wonders of recovering Grace, 
2man Mes When Fleſh could hope no more, 
4 race dwells with Juſtice on the Throne; 
evailing, And Men that Love thy Word 
; ave in thy Sanctuary known 
Voice, Thy Counſels of the Lord. | 
7 Psa1m LXXVII. Second Part. 
Nights, derived from ancient Providences : or, Iſrael deli. 
xered from Egypt, and brought to Canaan, 
=> 13 awful is thy chaſt' ning Rod ? 
; {© (May thy own Children ſay) 
t, The Great, the Wiſe, the Dreadful Cop! 
: How holy is his Way!“ 
eſt, meditate his Works of old ; 
be King that reigns above, 
, hear his ancient Wonders told, 
ind learn to truſt his Love. 
g did the Houſe of Fofephlie 
2 With Egypt's Yoke oppreſt; 
Times ng be delay'd to hear their Cry; 
or gave his People Reſt, 
med x: 
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138 PSALM: LXXVIIE, 
4 The Sons of good old Jacob ſeem'd 


Abandon'd to their Foes ; 2 He bie 


4 But his almiglity Arm redeem'd * 7 
oþ The Nation that he choſe, Thr, 
| 5 Iſrael his People and his Sheep 1 
ng follow where he calls; G ptr: 
He Bids them venture thro” the Deep, That C. 
And makes the Waves their Walls. May 
6 The Waters ſaw Thee, mighty Gon, Thus ſh. 
The Waters ſaw Thee come? Their 
Backward they fled, and frighted Rood, That the 
To make thine Armies Room. But pi 
7 Strange was thy Journey through the Sea, P 
Thy Footſteps, Lord, unknown ; 
Terrors attend the wond'rous Way 1ae!'s Reb 
That bring thy Mercies down. 
8 [Thy Voice, with Terror in the Sound, Wh 
Thro' Clouds and Darkneſs broke; W a 
All Heav'n in Lightning ſhone around, Falſe to 15 
And Earth with Thunder ſhook. er. 
9 Thine Arrows through the Skies were hurl'd, They brok, 
How glorious is the Lord! And did 
Surprize and TremEling ſeiz'd the World, 33 1. 
d his own Saiuts ador'd. n 
. An His POW 
10 He ga ve them Water from the Rock; Th. 
And late by Mojes, Hand "Supt 
Thro' à dry Defart led his Flock hat Ae, 
Her- to the promis'd Land.] pe. 
Ps ALM LAXVIII. Firſt Part. Common Meth bey ſaw hit 
| And marc] 
Providences of GOD vecorded ; or, Pious Educatiat uh wat 'r 
In ſtruddiun of Children. Lill they! 
' Wond'rous 
1 ET Children hear the mighty Deeds | Compog'd « 
Which Gop perform'd of old; Day it pro 
Which in our younger Years we law, A leading F 
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q Our Lips ſhall tell them to our Sons, 


PSALM LXXVTIT. 


He bids us make his Glories known ; 
His Works of Power and Grace ; 
And we'll convey his Wonders down 
Through every riſing Race. 


And they again to theirs, 
That Generations yet unborn 
May teach them to their Heirs. 


Thus ſhall they learn in Gov alone 
Their Hope ſecurely ſtands, - | 

That they may ne'er forget his Works 
But ptactiſe his Commands. 


PsaLM LXXVIII. Second Part, 


ae Rebellion and Puniſhment; or, The Sins ard 
Chaftiſements of GOD's People. 


What a {1f rebellious Houſe 
Was Jacob's ancient Race 
Falſe to their own moſt ſolemn Vows, 
And to their Maker's Grace. 


They broke the Cov'nant of his Love, 
And did his Laws deſpiſe, 

Forgot the Works he wrought to prove 
His Pow'r before their Eyes. 


They ſaw the Plagues on Egypt light, 
From his avenging Hand 

vat dreadful Tokens of his Might 
Spread o'er :he ſtubborn Land! 


hey ſaw him cleave the mighty Seay 
And march in Safety through, 

Vith wat'ry Walls to guard their Way, 
Till they had *ſ{cap'd the Foe. 


\ wond'rous Pillar mark'd the Road, 
Compos'd of Shade and J. ight; 
dy Day it prov'd a ſhelt'ring Cloud, 
Alcading Fire by Night, 

G 2 


W £40 PSALM LXXVIII. 
s uc from the Rock their Thirſt ſupply'd ; 
1 The guſhing Waters fell, | 
And ran in Rivers by their Side, 
A conſtant Miracle. 
Vet they provok'd the Lord moſt High, 
And dar'd diftruſt his Hand: 


« Can he with Bread our ay ee 
« Amidſt the deſart Land 
8 The Lord with Indignation heard, 
And cans'd his Wrath to flame ; 
His Terrors even {tand-prepar'd 
To vindicate his Name, 


tiſement and Salvation. 


1 \ \ THEN Ifrae! fins the Lord reproves, 
And fills their Hearts with Dread; 


Yet he forgives the Men he loves, 
And ſends them heav'nly Bread. 


2 He fed them with a lib'ral Hand, 
And made his Treaſures known; 
He gave the Midnight Clouds Command 
To pour Provifion down. 


3 The Manna, like a Morning Show'r, 
Lay thick around their Feet; 


The Corn of Heaven, fo light, ſo pure, 
As tho“ *twere Angels' Meat. 


4 But they in murm'ring Language ſaid, 
© Manna is all our Feaſt ;” 
« We loath this light, this airy Bread; 
„» We muſt have Fleſh to taſte.” 


5 * Ye ſhall have Fleſh to pleaſe your Luſt,” 
The Lord in Wrath reply'd ; 

And ſent them Quails like Sand or Duſt, 
Heap'd up-from Side to Side. 


Ps ALM LXXVIII. Third Part. Com. Metre, 
The Puniſhment of Luxury and Intemperance ; or Chi 
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6 He gave them all their own Deſire ; 
And greedy as they fed, | 
His Vengeance burnt with ſecret Fire, 

And ſmote the Rebels dead. 


When ſome were ſlain, the reft return'd, 
And ſought the Lord with Tears; 

Under the Rod they fear'd and mourn'd, 
But ſoon forgot their Fears. 


Oft he chaſtis'd and ſtill forgave, 
Till by his gracious Hand 

The Nation he reſolv'd to ſave, 
Poſſeſs'd the Promis'd Land. 


MIM LXXVIII. ga. Sc. Fourth Part. Long Metre. 
whſliding and Forgiveneſs ; or, Sin puniſhed and Saints 


ſaved. | 
| REAT Gop, how oft did Vael prove | 
ves, By turns thine Anger and thy Love ? | 
end 3 There in a Glaſs our Hearts may ſee | 
How fickle and how falſe they be. [| | 


— 


How ſoon the faithleſs Fes forgot | 
The dreadful Wonders Gop had wrought ! 
hen they provoke him to his Face, 
1and Nor fear his Pow'r, nor truſt his Grace, 


m. Metre, 


ce ; or Cu 


be Lord conſum'd their Years in Pain, 
nd made their Travels long and vain ; 
\ tedious March through unknown Ways 


Tres Vore out their Strength and ſpent their Days. 
Vit when they ſaw their Brethren lain, 
id, hey mourn'd and ſought the Lord again 
all'd him the Rock of their Abode, 
ad 3 heir high Redeemer and their Gop. 
heir Pray'rs and Vows before him ziſe, 
2755 flattering Words or ſolemn Lies, 
hile their Rebellious Tempers prove 
Puſt, alle to his Cov'nant aud his Love. 


et did his ſov'reign Grace forgive 
he Men who not deſerv'd to live ; 
63 
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His Anger oft away be turn'd, + Why is it 
Or elſe with gentle Flame it burn'd. Why haſt 


7 He ſaw their Fleſh was weak and frail, 2409 
He ſaw Temptations Rill prevail: * 
The Gop of Abraham 4ov'd them ſtill, Return, A 
And led them to his holy Hill, Nor let th 

Psa1m LXXX. Long Metre, 3 

The Church's Prayer under Affliction ; or, The Vu 

yard of God waſted. © 
Lord, whe 
Thou wert 


1 Engg Shepherd of thine 1/rael, 
Whe doſt bet ween the Cherubs dwell, Attack'd ii 


And na I thy choſen Sheep, ill the fa 
Safe through the Deſart and the Deep. Nit Bran 
2s Thy Church is in the Deſart now, From David 
Shine from on high and guide us thro! ; Himſelf a n 


Turn us to Thee, thy Love reſtore, he leſſer 1 


We {hall be fav'd and ſigh no more. 


Tis thy o 


3 Great Gov, whom heavenly Hoſts obey, irt with tl 


How, long ſhall we lament and pray, thy Firſt-by 
And wait in vain thy kind Return ? Vu Powe 
How long ſhall thy fierce Anger burn ? 0! for his 

4 Inſtead of Wine and chearful Bread nc on th) 
Thy Saints with their own Tears are fed ; urn us to! 
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reſtore, e ſhall be 
We ſhall be ſav'd, and ſigh no more, PsaLM I 


Pausz, I. Warnings 0 
5 Haſt thou not planted with thy Hands 
A lovely Vine in Heathen Lands ? 
Did not thy Power defend it round, 
And heavenly Dews enrich the Ground ? 


6 How did the ſpreading Branches ſhoot, 
And bleſs the Nations with their Fruit  Prefery, 
But now, dear Lord, look down and ice lam the 1 

Thy mournicg Vane, that lovely Tree. From 81 


ING tot 
And ma 
0d is our 8 
Let 1/rael | 


From vile 


PSALM LXXX. 


Why is its Beauty thus defac'd ? 

Why haſt thou laid her fences waſte? 
Strangers and Fors againſt her join, 
And every Beaſt devours thy Vine. 


Return, Almighty Gop, return; 

Nor let thy bleeding Vineyard mourn ; 
Turn us to thee, thy Love reſtore, 

We ſhall be ſav'd and ſigh no more. 


Paus z II. 


Lord, when this Vine in Canaan grew, 
Thou wert its Strength and Glory too! 
Attack'd in vain by all its Fors, 

'Till the fair Branch of Promiſe roſe. 


Fair Branch, ordain'd of old do ſhoot 
From David's Stock, from Jacob's Root: 
Himſelf a noble Vine, and we 

he leſſer Branches of the Tree: 


Tis thy own Son; and he ſhall ſtand 


hy Firſt-born Son, adorn'd and bleſt 
uu Power and grace above the reſt, 


O! for his Sake attend our Cry, 
zune on thy Churches left they die; 
[urn us to Thee, thy Love reſtore, 
e ſhall be ſav'd, and ſigh no more. 


figs and Punifhments, 
ING to the Lord aloud, 
And make a joyful Noiſe ; 


0d is our Strength, our Saviour Gop z 
Let M rael hear his Voice. 


From vile Idolatry 

Preſerve my Worſhip clean; 
am the Lord who ſet thee free 
From Slavery and Sin, 


G4 


irt with thy Strength at thy Right-hand ; 


PsALM LXXXI. 1, 8-16. Short Metre, 
Warnings of GOD to his People; or, Spiritual Ble/+ 
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3 © Stretch thy Defires abroad, | 
« And I'll ſupply them well; 
© But if ye will refuſe your Gov, 


P 


ND 


© If Jfracl will rebel; * 
r 
4 * I'll leave them, faith the Lord, The Gov 
% To their own luſts a Prey, And le 
{34 « And let them run the dang'rous Road, 

v4 1% *'Tis their own choſen Way. Behold v 
| 5 Vet O; that all my Saints TO 
r © Would hearken to my Voice ! T ir = 
1 « Soon would I eaſe their fore Complaints, 7 Op 
0 « And bid their Hearts rejoice. Againſt th 
1 6 © While I deſtroy their Foes, Their e 
1 1% I'd richly feed my Flock, And Mali 
_— . « And they thould taſte the Stream that flow Purſues 
5 1 « From their eternal Rock.” The Nobl 
mn | | Into th 
| 3 PSALNM LXXXII. Long Metre. The Lion 
0 14 COD the ſupreme Governor : or, Magiſtrates uan Conſpiy 
p 1 1 MONG th' Aſſemblies of the Great Come, 
N A greater Ruler takes his Seat; * 


= The Gob of Heaven as Judge, ſurveys „ Till not 
WW | Thoſe Gods on Earth and all their Ways. % Nor- 
g | 2 Why will ye then frame wicked Laws ? Awake, A 
ne | Or why ſupport the unrighteous Cauſe ? And cal 
. When will ye once defend the Poor, Give them 
. 1 | That Sinners vex the Saints no more? Or Stub 
ww: They know not, Lord, nor will they know: 3 

: Dark are the Ways in which they go: pages: 
Their Name of earthly Gods is vain, Or elſe the 
For they ſhall fall and die like Men. That the 

4 Ariſe, O Lord, and let thy Son 
Poſieſs his univerſal Throne, 2 ſhall 
And Rule the Nations with his Rod; 21 atgle 
felotu is 


He is our Judge, and He our Gon, And tho 


ad, 


2plaints, 


that flows 


etre. 
rates war 


zreat 


PSALM LXXXIII. 
PSAL LXXXIII. Short Metre. 
A Complaint againſt Per ſecutors. 


ND will the Gop of Grace 
. Perpetual Silence keep 7 
The Gop of Juſtice hold his Peace, 
And let his Vengeance fleep ? 


B-hold what curſed Snares 7 
The Men of Miſchief ſpread : 

The Men that-hate thy Saiats and Thee 
Lift up their threat'ning Head. 


Againſt thy hidden Ones 
Their Counſels they employ 

And Malice, with her watchful Eye, 
Purſues them to deſtroy. . 


The Noble aud the baſe 
Into thy Paſtures leap ; 

The Lion and the ſtupid Aſs> 
Conſpire to vex thy Sheep. 


Come, let us join,“ they cry, 
Jo root them from the Ground, 
% Till not the Name of Saints remain, 
Nor Mem'ry ſhall be found,” 


Awake, Almighty Gos, 
And call thy Wrath to Mind 
Give them like Foreſts to the Fire, 
Or Stubble to the Wind, 


Convince their Madneſs, Lord, 
And make them ſeek thy Name; 

Or elſe their ſtubborn Rage confound+ 
That they may die in Shame. 


Then ſhall the Nations know: 
That glorious dreadful Word, 
Joh is thy Name alone, 

And thou the Sov'reign Lord. 


G 3 


PSALM LXXXIV. 


The Pleaſure of Public Worſhip. 


. | 1 2 HWY pleaſant, how divinely fair, 

_ O Lord of Hoſts, thy Dwellings are! 
H With long Deſire my Spirits faints, , 

_ To meet th' Aſſemblies of thy Saints. 


2 My Fleſh would reſt in thine Abode, 
My panting Heart cries out for Gov 
My Gov! my King ! why ſhould I be 
So far from all my Joys and Thee ? 


The Sparrow chuſes where to reſt, 

And for her Young provides her Neſt ; 
But will my Gos to Sparrows grant 
That Pleaſure which his Children want ? 


4 Bleſt are the Saints who fit on high 
Around thy Throne of Majeſty ; 
Thy brighteſt Glories ſhine above, 
And all their Work is Praife and Love. 


5 Bleſt are the Souls that find a Place 
Within the Temple of thy Grace : 
There they behold thy gentler Rays, 
And ſeek thy Face, and learn thy Praiſe, 


6 Bleſt are the Men whoſe Hearts are ſet 

To find the Way to Zion' Gate; 

Gov is their Strength; and through the Road 
They lean upon their Helper God. 


7 Chearful they walk with growing ſtrength, 
Till all ſhall meet in Heaven at length, 
»Till all before thy Face appear, 

And join in nobler Worſhip there. 


PALM LXXXIV. Second Part. Long Metre. 
GOD and his Church : or, Grate and Glory. 


REAT Gop attend while Zion ſings 
The Joy that from thy Preſence ſprings : 
To ſpend one day with Thee on Earth 
Exc eds a thouſand Da ye of Mirth, 


Psar. LXxxIv. Firſt Part. Long Metre, 
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PSALM LXXXIV. 


Might 1 enjoy the meaneſt Place 

Within thine Houſe, O Gop of Grace, 

Not Tents of Eaſe, nor Thrones of Power, 
Should tempt my Feet to leave thy Door. 


1 Gon is our Sin, he makes our Day; 
Cop is our Shield, he guards our Way 
| From all th' Aſſaults of Hell and Sin, 
From Foes without and Foes within. 


All needful Grace will God beſtow, 

8 And crown that Grace with Glory too ! 
He gives us all Things, and with-holds 
No rcal Good from upright Souls. 


; 0 Cod, our King, whoſe ſov'reign Sway 
The glorious Hoſt of Heaven obey, 
nt ? =Y And Devils at thy Preſence flee, 


Bleſt is the Man that truſts in Thee. 
PsaLm LXXXIV. 1, 4, 2, 9, 10. 
Paraphraſed in Common Metre. 


ye. 
lt in Ordinances of Worſhip ; or, GOD preſent in lic 
Churches. 
ge. I Soul, how lovely is the Place 


1 To which my Gop reſorts! 
q 'Tis Heaven to ſee his ſmiling Face, 
Tho* in his earthly Courts. 


e Road There the great Monarch of the Skies 
His ſaving Pow'r diſplays, 

ngth, And Light breaks in upon our Eyes, 

u, With kind and quick'ning Rays. 
th his rich Gifts the heav'nly Dore, 
Deſcends and fills the Place, 

ng Metre. Vile Ckrift reveals his wond'rous Love, 


And ſheds abroad his Grace. 


* here, mighty Gon, thy Works declare 
gs The Secrets of thy Will; 
springt: ud till we ſeek thy Mercy there, 

| And ſing thy * * 
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5 My Heart and Fleſh cry out for Thee, 
While far from thine Abode; 

When ſhall I tread thy Courts, and ſee 
My Saviour and my God ? 


«6 The Sparrow builds herſelf a Neſt. 
And ſuffers no Remove; 

O make me, like the Sparrows, bleſt, 
To dwell but where 1 love. 


9 To ſit one Day beneath thine Eye, 
And hear thy graciqus Voice, 

Exceeds a hole Æternity 
Employ'd in carnal Joys. 


8 Lord, at thy Threſhold I would wait, 
While Jeſus is within, 

Rather than fill a Throne of State, 
Or ſive ia Tents of Sin. 


9 Could I command the ſpacious Land, 
And more boundleſs the Sea, 
For one bleſt Hour at thy Right-hand 
I'd give them both away. 


Psartum LXXXIV. As the 141]t Pſalm. 
Longing for the Houſe of GOD. 


2 ORD of the Worlds above, 

How pleaſant and how fair 
The Dwellings of thy Love. 
Thy earthly Temples are! 


» To thine abode 
My Heart aſpires, 
With warm Deſires, 
To ſee my Gop. 


2 The Sparrow for her Young, 
With Pleaſure ſeeks a Net, 
And wand'ring Swallows long 
To find their wonted Ret; 

My Spirits faints, 
With equal Zeal, 
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O happy Men that p ay 
Their conſtant Service there ! 
They praiſe thee ſtill 
And happy they 
That love the Way 
To Zion's Hill. | | 


They go from Strength to Stren 
; Thre' this dark Vale of Tears, ma 
Till each arrives at length, 
Till each in Heav'n appears; 
O glorious Seat, 
When Gop our King, 
Shall thither bring 
Our willing Feet! 
Pavsz., 108 
6 To ſpend one ſacred Day, | 
Where Gop and Saints abide 3 
Affords diviner Joy | | 


PSALM LXXIV. «: ns 
To riſe and dwell 1 [20 
Among thy Saints, 14 þ 
0 happy Souls that pray, | Wl Y 
Where 'God appoints to hear [ | . | 
1 | 
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Than thouſand Days beſide: 
Where Gop reſorts, 
I love it more 
To keep the Door 
Than ſhine in Courts. 


Cop is our Sun and Shield, 
Our Light and our Defence ; 
With Gifts his Hands are fill'd, 
We draw our Bleſſings thence ; 

He ſhall beſtow 
On Jacob's Race 
Peculiar Grace 
And Glory too. 


The Lord his People loves: 
His Hand no Goed with-holds 
From thoſe his Heart approves, 
From pure and pious Souls; 
Ihtice happy he, 


rr 
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O Gon of Hoſts 3 
Whoſe Spirit truſts £2 bps 
Alone in Thee. 2445 


PALM LXXV. 1—8. Firſt Part. Long Metre, W But mar 
Waiting for an Anſwer to Prayer ; or Deliverance beguil P. 


and compleated. 
| A MO 
Th 


1 ORD, thou haſt call'd thy Grace to Mind, 
Thou haſt revers'd our heavy Doom; 
So God forgave when Iſrael ſinn'd 


And brought his wand'ring Captives home. Nor 3s th 
2 Thou haſt begun to ſet us free, Nor at 
And made thy fierceſt Wrath abate : The Nati 
Now let our Hearts, be turn'd to Thee, Their ( 
And Thy Salvation be compleat. For thou 
3 Revive our dying Graces, Lord, For the 
And let thy Saints in Thee rejoice ; Lord, I. 
Make known thy Truth, fulfil thy Word Teach 1 
We wait for Praiſe to tune our Voice. And my | 
We wait to hear what Gop will ſay ; = Gor 
He'll ſpeak and Give his People Peace: Great is t! 
But let them run no more aſtray, Shall th 
Leſt his returniag Wrath increaſe. How by t. 
| Roſe fre 
PsALNM LXXXV. 9, Sc. Second Part. Ps 
A 
Salvation by Chriſt, 
Church t. 
1 3 is for ever nigh Gen 
The Souls that fear and truſts the Lord ; 
And Grace deſcending from on high OD 1 
Treſh Hopes of Glory ſhall afford. | Foun 
2 Mercy and Truth on Earth are met, * 2 
Since Chriſt the Lord came down from Heaven; 1 
By his Obedience ſo compleat lis Mercy 
Juſtice is pleas'd and Peace is given. at pay t! 
3 Now Truth and Honour ſhall abound, But makes 
Religion dwell on Earth again, Where Chi 
And heavenly Influence bleſs the Ground What Glor 


In our Redecmer's gentle Reign, What Won 


PSALM LXXXVII. 


fl His Righteouſneſs 1s gone before, 
To give us free Acceſs to Cop; 
Our wand'ring Feet-ſhall they ſtray no more, 
But mark his Steps, and keep the Road. 


ong Metre, 
erance legui P. LXXXVI. 8— 19g. Common Metre. 


A general Song of Praiſe to COD. 


o Mind, : 
m; N MONG the Princes, earthly Gods, 
There's none hath Power divine; 
10Me. Nor is their Nature, mighty Lord, 
Nor are their Works like thine. 
The Nations thou haſt made ſhall bring 
* Their Off'rings round thy Throne; 
For thou alone doſt wond'rous Things, 
For thou art God alone. 
Lord, I would walk with holy Feet! 
rd Teach me thine heav'nly Ways, 


And my poor ſcatter'd Thoughts unite 
In Gop my Father's Praiſe. 

Great is thy Mercy, and my Tongue 
Shall thoſe ſweet Wonders tell, 

How by thy Grace my ſinking Soul 
Roſe from the Deeps of Hell. 


Psain LXXXVII. Long Metre. ., 


Church the Birth-Place of the Saints; or, Jews and 
Gentiles united in the Chriſttan Church, 


Part. 


Lord; 


OD in his earthly Temple lays 
Foundations for his heavenly Praiſe ; 
He likes the Tents of Jacob well, 


But ſtill in Zion loves to dwell. 
n Heaven 


His Mercy viſits ev'ry Houſe 

Ihat pay their Night and Morning Vows; 
But makes a more delightſul Stay 

Where Churches meet to, praiſe aud pray. 


and What Glories were deſcrib'd of old ? 
What Wonders are of Zion told? 


$32 


PSAT.M LXXXIX. 
Thou City of our Gop below, 


Thy Fame ſhall Tyre and Egypt know. 


4 Egypt and Tyre, Greek and Jew, 


5 


Shall there begin their Lives anew :. 
Angels and Men-ſhall join to ſing, 
The Hill where living waters ſpring. 


When Gop makes up his laſt Account 
Of Natives in his holy Mount, 

*Twill be an Honour to appear 

As one new- born or nouriſh'd there! 


PSAL LXXXIX. 
Covenant made-with Chriſt; or, the True David. 


OR ever ſhall my Song record 
The Truth and Mercy of the Lord: 
Mercy and Truth for ever ſtand 
Like Heaven eſtabliſh'd by thy Hand, 


Thus to his Son he ſware, and ſaid, 

© With thee my Cov'nant firſt is-made ;. 
© In thee ſhall dying Sinners live, 

„ Glory and Grace are thine to give. 


«© Be thou my Prophet, thou my Prieſt; 

« Thy Children ſhall be ever bleſt: 

« Thou art my choſen King: Thy Tfirone- 
© Shall ſtand eternal like my. own. 


„There's none of all my Sons above 
“So much my Image or my Love; 

„ Celeſtial Pow'rs thy Subjects are, 
„Then what can Earth to thee compare? 


%% David, my Servant, whom I choſe, 
To guard my Flock, to cruſh my Foes, 
And raiſe him to the Fewt/h. Throne, 
© Was but a Shadow ob my Son. 


Long Metre, 


6 Now let the Church rejoice and ſing, 


Jeſus her Saviour and her King: 
Augels his heavenly Wonders ſhow, 
And Saints declare his Works below. 
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PSALM LXXXIX, : 
PALM LXXXIX. Firſt Part. Common Metre. 
The Faithſulneſs of GOD. + 


M7 never-ceaſling Songs ſhall ſhow 

The Mercies of the Lord ; 

And make ſucceeding Ages know 
How faithful is his Word, 


The ſacred Truths his Lips pronounce 
Shall firm as Heav'n endare ; 

And if he ſpeak a Promiſe once, 
Th' eternal Grace is ſure. 


How long the Race of David held 
The promis'd Fewiſk Throne! 

But there's a nobler Cov'nant ſeal'd 
To David's greater Son, 


His Seed for ever ſhall poſſeſs 
A Throne above the Skies ; 
The meaneſt Subject of his Grace 
Shall to that Glory riſe. 


Lord Cop of Hoſts, thy wond'rous Ways 
Are ſung by Saints above ; 

And Saints on Earth their Honours raiſe 
To thy unchanging Love. 


PSALNM LXXXIX. 7. Sc. Second Part. 
Power and Majeſty of GO D ; or, Reverential Worſhip, 


\ \ 71TH Reverence let the Saints appear 
And bow before the Lord, 
His high Commands with Reverence hear 
And tremble at his Word. 


How terrible thy Glories be ! 
How bright thine Armies ſhine ! 

Where is the Power that vies with Thee! 
Or Truth compar'd with thine ? 


The Northern Pole and Southern reſt 
On thy ſupporting Hand ; 

Darknefs a Day from Eaſt to Weſt 
Move round at thy Command, 
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4 Thy Words the raging Wind controul, Yigh ſhall h. 
And rule the boiſt'raus Deep ; M Peopl 
Thou mak'ſt the fleeping Billows roll, ur Arm tha 
The rolling Billows ſleep. And ſtill r 


5 Heav'n, Earth, and Air, and Sea art thine 
And the dark World of Hell; 


How did thine Arm in Vengeance ſhine 
When Egypt durſt rebel ! 


6 Juſtice and Judgment are thy Throne 
Yet wond'rous is thy Grace : 
While Truth and Mercy join'd in one 
Invite us near thy Face 


PsALM LXXXIX. 15, Sc. Third Pan, 


ty Truth ſh 
With Mer 
While in my 
He ſhall ir 


Ne for his ] 
He ſhall fc 
all me his 
And 1˙1I 


Ny 6rſt-bor! 
A bl:ffed Goſpel. At my Ri 
1 LEST are the Souls that hear and know Beneath him 


The Goſpel's joyful Sound ; And Mon 
Peace ſhall attend the Path they go, y Cov'nan 
And Light their tep ſurround. My Promi 


MATS . ne 

2 Their Joy ſhall bear their Spirits up mm a 
Thro' their Redeemer's Name ; His Seed e 
His Righteouſneſs exalts their Hope, Pats 1 
Nor Satan dares condemn. hy 


3 The Lord our Glory and Defence, 
Strength-and Salvation gives: 
Ijra'el, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever lives, 
PsaLm LXXXIX. 19, Sc. Fourth Part, 


Chrilt's Megdtatorial Kingdom ; or, His divine and hun 


ET {fait 
The Ch 
zould brea 
And tem 


heir Sins I 


| Nature. And mak 
1 EAR what the Lord in Viſion ſaid, but I'll not 
And made his Mercy known: Nor from 

6 Sinners, behold, your Help is laid My Cov? 
« On my Almighty Son.” bee 
2 Behold the Man my Wiſdom thoſe ind what e 
Among your mortal Race : Eternal T 
His Head my holy Oil o'erflows, Once have! 


The Spirit of my Grace, | And pled 


PSALM LXXXIX. 


lich ſhall he reign on David's Throne, 
My People's better King; | 

ur Arm {hall beat bis Rivals down, 
And ſtill new Subjects bring. 

iy Truth ſhaH guard him in his Way 
With Mercy by his Side, 

While in my Name thro' Earth and Sea 

He ſhall in Triumph ride. 


le for his Father and is Gop 

He ſhall for ever own, 

al me his Rock, his high Abode, 
And 1'Il ſupport my Son. 


Ny 5r{t-born Son array'd in Grace 

At my Right-hand ſhall fit ; 
Beneath him Angels know their Place, 
And Monarchs at his Feet. 


y Cov'nant ſtands for ever faſt, 
My Promiſes are ſtrong ; 
um as the Heavens his Throne ſhall laſt, 


His Seed endure as long. 

PsALN LXXXIX. 30. Sc. Fifth Part. 
Conveant of Grace unchangeable: or Afſiifions with, 
out Rejection. 


ET {faith the Lord) if David's Race, 
The Children of my Son, 

ould break my Laws, abuſe my Grace, 
And tempt mine Anger down: 


heir Sins I'll viſit with the Rod, 
And make their Folly ſmart ; 
but I'll not ceaſe to be their Gop, 
Nor from thy Truth depart, 


My Cov'nant I will ne'er revoke, 
But keep my Grace in Mind 

and what eternal Love hath ſpoke, . 
Eternal Truth ſhall bind; 


Once have I ſworn, (I need no more) 
And pledg'd my Holineſs, 
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To ſeal the ſacred Promiſe ſure 
To David and his Race. 
5 The Sun ſhall fee his offspring riſe 
And fpread from Sea to Sea, 
Long as he travels round the Skies 
To give the Nations Day. 


6 Sure as the Moon that rules the Night 
His Kingdom ſhall endure, 
Till the fixt Laws, of Shade and Light 
Shall be obſerv'd no more. 


PsalLm LXXXIX. 47, Sc. Sixth Part. 


Long Metre. 
Mortality and Hope. $ 
A Funeral Pſalm. 
1 Emember, Lord, our mortal State, 


How frail our Life ! how ſhort the Date 


Where is the Man that draws his Breath? 
Safe from Diſeaſe, ſecure from Death ? 


2 Lord, while we ſee whole Nations die, 
Our Fleſh and Senſe repine and cry, 
«© Muſt Death for ever rage and reign ? 
„ Or haſt thou made Mankind in vain ? 


3 ö Where is thy promife to the Juſt ? 
© Are not thy Servants turn'd to Duſt ?*? 
But Faith forbids theſe mournful Sighs, 
And ſees the ſleeping Duſt ariſe. 


4. That glorious Hour, that dreadful Day 
Wipes the Reproach of Saints away, 
And clears the Honour of thy Word 
Awake our Souls, and bleſs the Lord. * 


Ps ATM LXXXIX. 49, Sc. Laſt Part, 
As the 119th Pſalm. 
Life, Death, and the Ręſurrection. 
1 1232 mighty God, on feeble Man; 


Short from the Crad le to the Grave: 


How few his Hours | how ſhort his Span 


o can ſec 
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With Skill 
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PSALM XC. 
o can ſecure his vital Breath 


k-ainft the bold Demands of Death, 
With Skill to fly, or Power to ſave ? 


2d, ſhall it be for ever ſaid, 

The Race of Man was only made 

« For Sickneſs, Sorrow, and the Duſt ?" 
re not thy Servants, Day by Day 


ht int to their Graves, and turn'd to Clay ? 
Lord, where's thy Kindneſs to the Juſt ? 
ght it thou not promis*'d to thy Son, 
Ind all his Seed, a heavenly Crown ? 
h Part, But Fleſh and Senſe 4 Deſpair; 
ever bleſſed be the Lord, 
hat Faith can Read his holy Word, 
ö And find a Re ſurrection there. 
r ever bleſſed be the Lord, 
tate, ho gives his Saints a long Reward, 
t the Date WE For all their Toil, Reproach, and Pain; 
eath ? et all below, and all above, 
th ? vin to proclaim thy wond'rous Love, 
lie, And each repeat a loud Amen, 
Psarm XC. Long Metre. 
n? Man mortal, and GOD eternal. 
in ? A mournful Song at a Funeral. 
? HRO ev'ry Age, eternal Gop, 
t 2" Thou art our Reſt, our ſafe Abode : 
hs, lich was thy Throne ere Heaven was made, 


r Earth, thy, humble Foot-ſtool, laid. 


Y ng hadſt thou reign'd ere Time began, 
r Duſt was faſhion'd into Man; 

5 d long thy Kingdom ſhall endure, 

. hen Earth and Time ſhall be no more. 

Part, 


ut Man, weak Man, is born to die, 
lade up of Guilt and Vanity: 

n. I hy dreadful Sentence, Lord was juſt, 

' Return, ye Sinners, to your Duſt.” 


A thouſand of our Years amount 
carce to a Day in thy Account 
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Like Veſterday's departed Light, 
Or the laſt Wateh of ending Night. 
Paus k. 

5 Death like an overflowing Stream, 
Sweeps us away; our Life's a Dream; 
An empty. Tale; a Morning Flow't 
Cut down and Wither'd in an Hour.) 

6 [Our Age to ſeventy Years is ſet; 

How ſhort the Term! how frail the State: 
And if to eighty we arrive, 
Werather igh and groan, than live. 


7 But O how oft thy Wrath appears, 
And cuts off our expected Years ; 
Thy Wrath awakes our humble Dread : 
We ſcar the Power that ſtrikes us dead.] 


8 Teach us, O Lord, how frail is Man : 
And kindly lengthen out our Span, 
Till a wife Care of Viety 
Fit us to die, and dwell with Thee: 


Psa1M XC. 1—5. Firſt Part. Common Met 


Man ſrail and GOD eternal. 
1 UR Gov, our Help in Ages paſt, 


Our Hope for Years to come; 
Our Shelter trom the ſtormy Blaſt, 
And our eternal Home. 


2 Under the Shadow of thy Throne 

Thy Saints have dwelt ſecure; 
Sufficient 1s thy Arm alone 
And our Defence is ſure. 


3 Before the Hills in Order ſtood, 
Or Earth receiv'd her Frame, 
From Everlaſting thou art Gop, 
To endleis Years the lame. 


4 Thy Word commands our Fleſh to Duſt, 
Return, ye Sons of Men: 
All Nations roſe from Earth at firſt, 
Aud turn to Earth again. 
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PSALM XC. 
\ thouſand Ages in thy Sight 


Are like an Ev'ning gone: | 
dort as the Watch that ends the Night 
Before the riſing Sur. 


m; The buſy Tribes of Fleſh and Blood 

r With all their Lives and Cares, 

r.] Are carried downwards by the Flood, 
Aud loſt in following Years. 

> State 2 Time, like an ever-rolling Stream, 
Bears all its Sons away; 

s They fly, forgotten, as a Dream 


Dics at the opening Day. 
Like low'ry Fields the Nations ſtand, - 


wa K Pleas'd with the Morning Light ; 
cad, ] The Flowers beneath the Mower's Hand 
n: Lie withering ere 'tis Night.] 

Our Gop, our Help in Ages paſt, 
: Our hope for Years to come, 
63 Be thou our Guard while Troubles laſt, 
mon MM And our eternal Home. 


PsALM XC. 8, 11, 9, 10, 12. Second Part, 
Common Metre. 
t, Iuties and Mortality the Efects of Sin ; or, Lie, 
old Age, and Preparation for Death. 
ORD, if thine Eyes ſurvey our Faults, 
Aud Juſtice grows ſevere, 


by dreadful Wrath exceeds our Thoughts 
And burns beyoud our Fear, 


hine Anger turns our Frame to Duſt; 
By one Offence to Thee, 

lm, with all his Sons, have loſt 
Their Immortality. 


le, like a vain Amuſement, flies 
A Fable or a Song; 

Duſt, Ir iwift Degrees our Nature dies, 
Nor can our Joys be long. 


s but a few whoſe Days amount 
Io threeſcorc Years and ten; 
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And all bevond that Short Account 
Is Sorrow, Toil, and Pain. 


5 [Our Vitals with laborious Strife 
Bear up the crazy Load, 
And drag thoſe poor Remains of Life 
Along the tireſome Road.] 


6 Almighty Gop, revealthy Love, 
And not thy Wrath alone; 

O let our ſweet Experience prove 
The Mercies of thy Throne. 


7 Our Souls would learn the heavenly Art 
T' improve the Hours we have, 
That we may act the wiſer Part, 


And live beyond the Grave. 
P8a1m XC. Ver. 13. &c. Third Part. Com. Met 
Breathung after Heaven. 


1 ETURN, O God of Love, return; 
Earth is a tireſome Place: 

How long ſhall we thy Childern mourn 
Our Abſence from thy Face ? 


2 Let Heav'n ſucceed our painful Years, 
Let Sin and Sorrow ceaſe, 
And in Proportion to our Tears, 
So make our Joys increaſe. 


a Thy Wonders to thy Servants ſhow, 
Make thy own Work compleat, 
Then ſhall our Souls thy Glory know 
And own thy Love 1s great. 


4 Then ſhall we ſhine before thy Throne 
In all thy Beauty, Lord ; 
And the Poor Service we have done 
Meet a divine Reward. 


Ps ALM XC. Ver. 3, 10, 12. Short Metre. 
The Fraility and Shortneſs of Life, 


1 ORD, what a feeble Piece 
Is this our mortal Frame ? 


Our Life 
That fc 
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Our Life how poor a Trifle tis, 
That ſcarce deſerves the Name 4 


Alas, the brittle Clay ; 
That built our Body firſt ! - 
And every Month, and every Day 
'Tis mould' ring back to Duſt, 


Our Moments fly apace, 
Nor will our Minutes ſtay ; 
Juſt like a Flood our haſty Days 
Are {weeping us away. 


Well, if our Days muſt fly, 
We'll keep their End in Sight, 

We'll ſpend them all in Wiſdom's Way, 
And let them ſpeed their Flight. 


; They'll waft us ſooner o'er 

This Life's tempeſtuous Sea: 
Soon we ſhall reach the peaceful Shore 
® 1 Of bleſt Eternity, 


rn PSALM XCI. 17. Firſt Part. 


Safety in public Diſeaſes and Dangers, 
5 HE that hath made his Refuge Goo, 
Shall find a-moſt ſecure Abode ; 
Shall walk all Day beneath his Shade, 
And there at Night ſhall reſt his Head. 


Then will 1 ſay, „My Gon, thy Pow'r 
Shall be my Fortreſs and my Tow'r © 

I that am form'd of feeble Duſt : 
Make thine Almighty Arm my Truſt.““ 


Thrice happy Man ! Thy Maker's Care 
Shall keep thee from the Fowler's Snare 
Stan, the Fowler, who betrays 
Unguarded Souls a thouſand Ways. 


juſt as a Hen protects her Brood 


52 From Birds of Prey that ſeek their Blood, 
a Under her Feathers, ſo the Lord 


Makes his own Arm his People's Guard, 
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* 5 If burning Beams of Noon conſpire 

To dart a peſtilential Fire, 

Gop, is their Life, his Wings are ſpread 
10 ſhield them with an healthful Shade. 


6 If Vapours with malignant Breath 
Riſe thick, and ſcatter Midnight Death, 
Ifrael is fate ; the poiſon'd Air 
Grows pure, if Iſrael's Goyp be there, 
Pavse, 


7 What though a thouſand at thy Side, 
At thy Right-band ten thouſand dy'd, 
1hy Gov. his choſen People ſaves 
Amongſt the Dead, amid the Graves. 


8 So when he {ent his Angel down 
To make his Wrath in Egypt known, 
And flew their Sons, his careful Eye 
Pait all the Doors of Jacob by. 


© But if the Fire, or Plague, or Sword, 
Receive Commiſſion from the Lord, 
To ftrike his Saints among the reſt, 

Their very Pains and Deaths are bleſt. 


10 The Sword, the Peſtilence or Fire, 
Shall but fulfil their beſt Deſire; 
From Sins and Sorrows ſet them free, 
And bring thy Children, Lord, to thee, 


PALM XCI. g9—16. Second Part. 


Deliverance. 


1 E Sons of Men, a feeble Race, 
Expos'd to every Snare, 


And trv, and truſt his Care. 


2 No Ill ſhall enter where you dwell ; 
Or if the Plague come nigh, 

And ſween the Wicked down. to Hell, 
'T will raiſe his Saints on high, 


Protection ſrom Death, Guard of Angels, V itory, 


Come, make the Lord your Dwelling-Place, 
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q He'll give his Angels Charge to keep 
Your Feet in al your Ways 
To watch your Pillow while you ſleep ; 
And guard, your happy Days. 


Their Hands ſhall bear you, leſt you fall 
And daſh againſt the Stones: 

Are they not Servants at his Call, 
And ſent i' attend his Sons? 


Adders and Lions ye ſhall tread ; 
The Tempter's Wiles defeat ; 

He that hath broke the Serpent's Head 
Puts him beneath your Feet, 


þ « Becauſe on me they ſet the ir Love, 
% Je fave them, (faith the Lord) 

„ell bear their joyful Souls above 
« Deſttuftion and theSword, 


My Grace ſhall anſwer when they call 
„In Trouble I'll be nigh ; | 
„My Pow'r ihall help them when they fall, 
« And raiſe them when they die. 


Thoſe that on Earth my Name have known, 
« I'll honour them in Heaven; 

# There my Salvation ſhall be ſhown, 
„% And endleſs life be given.“ 


P*alim XCI. Firſt Part. 


A Pſalm for the Lord's Day. 
WEET is the Work, my Gop, my King, 
To praiſe thy Name, give thanks and ſing 
To ſhew thy Love by Morning-light, 
And talk of all thy Truth at Night. 


Sweet is the Day of ſacred Reſt, 

No mortal Cares ſhall ſeize my Breaſt 
may my Heat in Tune be found 

Like David's Harp of ſolemn Sound ! 


My Heart ſhall triumph in my Lord, 
and bleſs his Works, and bleſs his Word 
11 2 
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Thy Works of Grace how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep thy Counſels ! how divine! 


4 Fools never raiſetheir Thoughts ſo high; 
Like Brutes they live, like Brutes they die; 
Like Graſs they flouriſh, till thy Breath 
Blaſt them in everlaſting Death. 


But I ſhall ſhare a glorious Part 

When Grace hath well refin'd my Heart, 
And freſh ſupplies of Joy are ſhed 

Like holy Oil to chear my Head. 


6 Sin (my worſt Enemy before) 
Shall vex my Eyes and Ears no more 
My inward Foes ſhall all be lain, 
Nor Satan break my Peace again. 


Then ſhall I ſee, and Hear and know, 
All 1 defr'd or wiſh'd below; 

And every Pow'r find ſweet Employ 
In that eternal World of Joy. 


PSALM XCII. Ver. 12, Sc. Second Part. 
Tae Church is the Garden of GOD. 


ORD, *tis a pleaſant Thing to ſtand 
In Gardens planted by thine Hand: 
Let me within thy Courts be ſcen 
Like a Young Cedar freſh and green, 


Theregrow thy Saints in Faith and Love, 
Bleſt with thine Influence from above ; 
Not Lebanon with all its Trees 

Yields ſuch a comely Sight as theſe. 


3 The Plants of Grace ſhall ever live; 
(Nature decays, but Grace mult thrive) 
Time, that doth all Things elſe impair, 
Still makes them flouriſh ſtrong and fair. 


4 Laden with Fruits of Age they ſhew, 
The Lord is holy, juſt, and true; 
None that attend his Gates ſhall fia 
A God unfaithful or unkind, 
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PSALM XCIIT. 165 l. g 
PsatM XCIII. iſt Metre. As the 100th Pſalm, 1% 8 
The Eternal and ſovereign GOD. 


EHOV AH reigns : He dwells in Light, 
Girded with Majeſty and Might, 
The World created by his Hands 
dull on its firſt Foundation ſtands. 


Or had its firit Foundation laid, 
Thy Throne eternal Ages ſtood, 
Thyſelf the ever-living Gon. 


Like Floods the angry Nations riſe, 
And aim their Rage againſt the Skies; 
Vain Floods, that aim their Rage ſo high! 
At thy Rebuke the Billows die. 


For ever ſhall thy Throne endure ; 
Thy Promiſe ſtands for ever ſure ; 
And everlaſting Holineſs 

Become the Dwellings of thy Grace. 


Pat XCIII. ad Metre. As the old goth Pſalm, 


| hr Lord of glory reigns, he reigns on high : 
His Robes of State are Strength and Majetty 
This Wide Creation role at his Command, 

Built by his Word, and 'ſtabliſh'd by his hand; 
Long ſtood his Throne ere he began Creation, 
And his own Godhead is the firm Foundation, 


cop is th' eternal King. Thy Foes in vain 

Raiſe their Rebellion to confound thy Reign 3 

In vain the Storms; in vain the Floods ariſe, 

And roar, aud toſs their Waves againſt the Skies ; 

Foaming at Heaven they rage with Wild Commo- 
tion. 

But Heaven's high Arches ſcorn the ſwelling Ocean. 


e Tempeſts rage no more; ye Floods be ſtill, 
And the mad World ſubmiſſive to his Will : 
Built on his Truth, his Church muſt cver ſtand: 
firm are his Promiſes, and flirovg his Hand; 

1 3 


266 PSALM XCIIL. 


See his own Sons when they appear before him, 
Bow at his Foot-ſtool, and with Fear adore him, 


| PsaLm XCHI. 3d Metre, As the old 122d Pſaln, 


2 =” Lord Jehovah reigns, 
And royal State maintains, 
His Head with awful Glories crown'd ; 
Array'd in Robes of Light, 
Begirt with Sovereign Might, 
And Rays of Majeſty around. 


2 Upheld by thy Commands 
The World ſecurely ftands ; 

And Skies and Stars obey thy Word: 
Thy Throne was fix'd on high 
Before the ſtarry Sky; 

Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lord. 


2 In vain the noiſy Croud, 
Like Billows fierce and loud, 
Againſt thine Empire rage and roar 
In vain with angry Spite 
The ſurly Nations fight, 
And daſh like Waves againſt the Shore. 


4 Let Floods and Nations rage, 
And all their Powers engage, 
Let ſwelling Tides aſſault the Sky, 
The Terrors of thy Frown 
Shall beat their Madneſs down; 
Thy Throne for ever ſtands on high. 


5 Thy Promiſes are true, 
Thy Grace is ever new; 
There fix'd thy Church ſhall ne'er remove 
Thy Saints with holy Fear 
Shall in thy Courts appear, 
And ſing thine everlaſting Love. 


Repeat the fourth Stanza to compleat the Tui 
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PSALM XCIV. 167 
Ps AL XCIV. 1, 2, —14. Firſt Part. 


nts chaſtiſed, and Sinners deſtrozed; or, Iaftruftive 
Aid ions. | 
() Gov, to whom Revenge belongs, 
Proclaim thy Wrath aloud ; 
Let ſov'reign Power redreſs our Wrongs, 
Let juitice ſmite the Proud. 


They fay, ** The Lord nor ſees nor hears ;" 
When will the Fools be wiſe ? 

Can he be deaf who form'd their Ears? 
Or blind, who made their Eyes? 


lie knows their impious Thoughts are vain, 
And they ſhall feel his Pow'r; 

His Wrath ſhall pierce heir Souls with Pain 
In ſome ſurprizing Hour. 


But if thy Saints deſerve Rebuke, 
Thou haſt a gentler Rod ; 

Thy Providences and thy Book 
Shall make them know their Gov, 


N Bleſt is the Man thy Hands chaſtiſe 
And to his Duty draw: 
Thy Scourges make thy Children wiſe 
When they forget thy Law. 


hut Gop willne'er caſt off his Saints, 
Nor his own Promiſe break ; 

He pardons his Inheritance 
For their Redeemer's Sake. 


PsALM XCIV. 16—23. Second Part. 


ove; D eur Support and Comfort; or, Deliv'rance from 
Temptation and Perſecution, 


\W=o will ariſe and plead my Right 
Againit my num'rous Foes, 

While Earth and Hell their Force unite, 
And all my Hopes oppoſe. 


Had not the Lord, my Rock, my Help, 
Suſtain'd my fainting Head, 
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My-Life had now in Silence dwelt, 
My Soul amongſt the Dead. 


. 3 Alas ! my ſliding Feet ! I cry'd, 
Thy Promiſe was my Prop; 
Thy Grace ſtood conſtant by my Side, 
Thy Spirit bore me up. | 
4 While Multitudes of mournful Thoughts 
Within my Boſom roll, 
Thy boundlefs Love forgives my Faults, 
Thy Comforts chear my Soul. 
5 Pow'rs of Iniquity may riſe, 
And frame pernicious Laws ; 


But Gop, my Refuge, rules the Skies, 
He wall defend my Cauſe. 


6 Let Malice vent her Rage aloud 
Let bold Blaſphemers ſcoff; 
The Lord our Gop ſhall judge the Proud, 
And cut the Sinners off. 


PS ALM XCV. Common Metre, 


A Pjalm before Prayer. 


2 __ to the Lord Jehovah's Name, 
kJ Aud in his Strength rejoice ; 
When his Salvation is our Iheme, 

Exalted be our Voice. 


2 With Thanks approach his awful Sight, 
And Pfalns of Honour lng ; 

The Lord's a Gov of boundleſs Might, 
The Whole Creation's King. 


q Let Princes hear let Angels know, 
How mean their Natures ſeem, 
Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below, 
When once compar'd with Him. 


4 Earth with its Caverns dark and derp, 
Lies in bis ſpacious Hand ; 
He fix'd the Scas what Zounds to keep, 
And where the Hills mult ſtaud. 
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; Come, and with humble Souls adore: 
Come kneel before his Lace; 
O may the Creatures of his Power 
Be Children of his Grace 


6 Now is the Time he bends his Ear, 
And waits for your Requeſt ; 


Come, leſt he rouze his Wrath, and fwear; - 


« Ye ſhall not ſee my Reſt.” 
PSs AL XC. Short Metre: 
A Pſalm before Sermon. 


1 3 ſound his Praiſe abroad, 
And Hymns of Glory ſing: 
chorah is the ſovereign God, 
The Univerſal King. 


He form'd the Deeps unknown; 
He gave the Seas their Bound; 
The wat'ry Worlds are all his own, 
And all the ſolid Ground. 


3 Come, worſhip at his Throne, 
Come, bow before the Lord : 
We are his Works, and not our own, 
He form'd us by his Word. 


4 To-day attend his Voice, 
Nor dare provoke his Rod; 
Come, like the People of his Choice, 
And own. your gracious Gov. 


5 But if your Ears refuſe 
The Language of his Grace, 
And Hearts grow hard like tubborn Jews 


That unbelieving Race. 


b The Lord in Vengeance dreſt, 
Will lift his Hand, and ſwear, 
ts You that deſpiſe my Promis'd Re? 
« Shall have no Portion there.” 
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Sinners. 


1 Sy let our Voices join to raiſe 
A ſacred Song of ſolemn Praiſe 
Gop is a ſovereign King: Rehearſe 
His Honour in exalted Verſe. 


2 Come, let our Souls addreſs the Lord, 


He 1s our Shepherd ; we the Sheep 
His Mercy choſe, his Paſtures keep, 


3 Come, let us hear his Voice to-day, 
The Counſels of his Love obey ; 
Nay let our hardened Hearts renew 
The Sins and Plagues that Iſrael knew, 


4 Iſrael, that ſaw his Works of Grace, 
Tempted their Maker to his Face ; 
A faithleſs nnbelieving Brood, 

That tir'd the Patience of their Gon, 


s Thus ſaith the Lord, “ How falſe they prove 
„Forget my Power ; abuſe my Love; 
« Since they deſpiſe my Reſt, I ſewear 
« Their Feet ſhail never enter there.“ 


5 [Look back, my Soul, with holy Dread, 
And view thoſe ancient Rebels dead ; 
Attend the offer'd Grace to-day, 

Nor loſe the Blefſing by Delay, 


» Seize the kind Promiſe, while it waits, 
And march to Zion's heav'nly Gates: 
Believe, and take the promis'd Reſt ; 
Obey, and be for ever bleſt. 


Chriſt's firſt and ſecond Coming. 
ING to the Lord, ye diſtant Lands, 
Ye Tribes of every Tongue : 
His new diſcover'd Grace demands 
A new and nobler Song. 


PsALM XCV. 2, 2, 3, 6=11, Long Metre, 
Caanan loft through Unbelicf or, A Warning to delayin, 


Who fram'd our Natures with his Word; 


PsALM XCVI. 1, 10, Sc. Common Mette. 
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q Let Heaven proclaim the joyful Day, 14 
Joy through the Earth be ſeen ; k 
Let Cities ſhine in bright Array, 
| And fields in cheartul Green. 
rd ; 


Let an unuſal Joy ſurprize 
The Iflands of the Sea : 
Ye Mountains fink, ye Valleys riſe, 
Prepare the Lord his Way. 


; Behold he comes, he comes to bleſs 
The Nations as their Gop ; 
To ſhew the World his Righteouſneſs, 
And ſend his Truth abroad. 


6 But when his Voice ſhall raiſe the Dead, 
And bid the World draw near, 
How will the guilty Nations dread 
pus To ſee their Judge appear ? 


Ps ALM XCVI. As the 113th P/aln. 
The GOD of the Gentiles. 


1 ET all the Earth their Voices raiſe 
1 To ſing the choiceſt Pſalms of Praiſe, 
To fing and bleſs Fehorak's Name, 
His Glory let the Heathens know, 
His Wonders to the Nations ſhow 
And all his ſaving Works proclaim. 


The Heathens know thy Glory, Lord; 
: The wond'ring Nations read thy Word, 
In Britain is Fehovah known : 
a Metre, Our Worſhip ſhall no more be paid 
To Gods which mortal Hands have made; 
Our Maker is our God alone. 


3 He fram'd the Globe, he built the Sky, 
He made the ſhining World on high, 
And reins compleat in Glory there: 
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His Beams are Majeſty and Light ; 
His Beauties how divinely Bright! 
His Temple how divinely fair! 


4 Come the great Day, the glorious Hour, 
When Earth ſhall feel his ſaving Power, 
And barbarous Nations fear his Name! 
*Then ſhall the Race of Man confeſs 
The Beauty of his Holineſs, 
And in his Courts his Grace proclaim. 


PsaLM XCVII. 1-5. Firſt Part, 
Chriſt reigning in Heaven, and coming to Judgment, 


2 [TE reigns ! the Lord, the Saviour reigns ! 
Praiſe him in evangelic Strains: 
Let the Whole Earth in — rejoice, 
And diſtant Iflands join their Voice. 


2 Deep are his Counſels and unknown ; 
But Grace and Truth ſupport his Throne: 
Tho' gloomy Clouds his Way ſurround, 
Juſtice is their eternal Ground. 


3 In Robes of Judgment, lo! he comes, 
Shakcs the Wide Earth, and Mares ths Tombs; 
Before him burns devouring Fire, 
The Mountains melt, the Seas retire, 


4 His Enemies, with ſore Diſmay, 
Fly from the Sight, and ſhun the Day ; 
Then Lift your Heads, ye Saints, on high, 
And ing, for your Redemption's nigh. 


PsALu XCVII. 6—9. Second Part. 
Chriſt's Incarnation. 


1 HE Lord is come; The Heav'ns proclaim 
His Birth; the Nations learn his Name ; 
An unknown Star directs the Road 
Of Eaſtern Sages to their Gov. 


2 All ye bright Armies of the Skies, 

Go, worſhip where the Saviour lies: 
Angels and Kings before him bow, 
Thoſe Gods on high, and Gods below. 
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g Let Idols totter to the Ground, 
And thcir own-Worſhippers confound : 
But Judzh ſhout, but Zion ſing, 
Aud Earth confeſs her ſovereign King. 


PSALN XCVII. Third Part. 
Grace and Glory. 


H' Almighy reigns exalted high 
O'er all the Earth, o'er all the Sky; 
Though Glouds and Darkneſs veil his Feet, 
His Dwelling is the Mercy-Seat. 


2 O ye that love his Holy Name, 
Hate every Work of Sin and Shame: 
He guards the Souls of all his Friends, 
And from the Snares of Hell defends. 


+ Immortal Light, and Joys unknown, 
Are for the Saints in Darkneſs ſown ; 
Thoſe glorious Seeds ſhall ſpring and riſe, 
And the bright Harveſt bleſs our Eyes, 


4 Rejoice, ye Righteous, and record 
The ſacred Honours of the Lord ; 
None but the Soul that feels his Grace 
Can triumph in his Holineſs, 


PAL LCVII. 1, 3, 5—7, 11. Common Metre. 
Chriſt's Incarnation and the laſt Judgment, 


E Iſlands of the Northern Sea 
Rejoice, the Saviour reigns : 
His Word like Fire prepares the Way, 
And Mountains melt to Plains. 


2 His Preſence ſinks the proudeſt Hills, 
And makes the Valleys riſe ; 
The humble Soul enjoys his Smiles, 
The haughty Sinner dies. 


3 The Heav'ns his rightful Power proclaim 
The Idol Gods around 
Fill their own Worſhippers with Shame, 
Aud totter to the Ground. 
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4 Adoring Angels at his Birth 
Make the Redeemer known; 
Thus ſhall he come to judge the Earth, 
And Angels guard his Throne. 


5 His Foes ſhall tremble at his Sight, 
And Hills and Seas retire : 
His Children take their unknown Flight, 
And leave the World on Fire. 


6 The ſeeds of Joy and Glory ſown 
For Saints in Darkneſs here, 
Shall riſe and ſpring in Worlds unknown, 
And a rich Harveſt bear. 


Ps ALM XCVIII. Firſt Part. Common Metre, 
Praiſe for the Goſpel. 


: O our Almighty Maker Gon, 
New Honours be addreſt ; 

His great Salvation ſhines abroad, 
And makes the Nations bleſt. 


2 He ſpake the Word to Abraham firſt, 
His Truth fulfils the Grace; 
The Gentiles make his Name their Truſt, 
And learn his Righteouſneſs, 


g Let the Whole Earth his Love proclaim 
With all her diff 'rent Tongues ; 
And ſpread the Honours of his Name 
In Melody and Songs, 


PsALm XCVIII. Second Part, 
The Meſffrah's Coming and R ingdom, 
1 OY to the World ; the Lord is come; 


Let Earth receive her King; 
Let every Heart prepare him Room, 
And Heaven and Nature fing. 


2 Joy tothe Earth, the Saviour reigns ; 
Let Men their Songs employ ; 


Repeat the ſounding Joy. 


While Fields and Floods, Rocks, Hills, and Plain: 
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- No more let Sins and Sorrows grow, 
Nor Thorns infeſt the Ground ? 
He come to make his Bleſſings flow 
Far as the Curſe is found, 


4 He rules the World with Truth and Grace, 
And makes the Nations prove 
The Glories of his Righteouſneſs, 
And Wonders of his Love. 


PSs ALM XCIX. Firſt Part. Short Metre. 
Chrift's Kingdom and Majeſty. 
HE Gov. Jehovah reigns, 
Let all the Nations fear; 


Let Sinners tremble at his Throne, 
And Saints be humble there, 


2 Jeſus the Saviour reigns, 
Let Earth adore. its Lord; 
Bright Cherubs his Attendants ſtand, 
Swift to fulfil his Word, | 


q In Zion is his Throne, 
His Honours are divine ; 
His Church ſhall make his Wonders known, 
For there his Glories ſhine, 


How holy is his Name! 
How terrible his Praiſe! 
Juſtice and Truth, and Judgment join 
In al! his Works of Grace. 


Ps ALM XCIX. Secord Part, 
A holy GOD worſhipped with Reverence. 


12 XALT the Lord our Gop, \ 
And Worſhip at his Feet; 
His Nature is all Holineſs, 
And Mercy is his Seat, 


When Iſrael was his Church, 

When Aaron was his Prieſt, 
When Moſes cry'd, when Sanue! pray d, 
He gave his people Reſt, 


5 Oft he forgave their Sins, 
Nor would deſtroy their Race; 
And oft he made his Vengeance known 
When they abus'd his Grace. 


4 Exalt the Lord our Gap, 
Whoſe Grace is ſtill the ſame; 
Still he's a Gop of Holineſs, 
And jealous for his Name. 


PSALM C. Firſt Metre. A Plain Tran{lation, 


Praife to our Creator. 


1 * Nations round the Earth rejoice, 
Before the Lo d, your ſovercign King; 
Serve him with chearful Heart and Voice, 
With all your Tongues his Glory ſing. 


2 The Lord is Cos: Tis he alone 
Doth Life and Breath, and Being give; 
We are his Work, and not our own ; 
The Sheep that on his Paſtures live, 


3 Enter his Gates with Songs of Joy, 
With Praiſes to his Courts repair; 
And make it your divine Empl 
To pay your Thanks and Honours there. 


4 Ihe Lord is good, the Lord is kind.; 
Great is his Grace, his Mercy ſure ; 
And the whole Race of Man ſhall find 
His Truth from Ageto Age endure. 


PII C. Second Metre. A paraphraſe. 


1 8 to the Lord with joyful Voice; 
Let ev'ry Land his Name adore; 
The Hritiſt Iſles ſhall-ſend the Nviſe 
—Acrols the Ocean to the Shore. 


2 Nations, attend before his Throne 
With ſolemn Fear, with ſacred joy: 
Know that the Lord is Gop alone; 


He can create, and He deſtroy, 
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lis ſov'reign Powers, without our Aid, 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men: 

And when like wand' ring Sheep we ſtray'd, 
He brought us to his Fold again. | 


W 


we are his People, we his Care, 

Our Souls, and all our mortal Frame: 
What laſting Honours ſhall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy Name ? 


We'll croud thy Gates with thankful Songs, 
High as the Heavens our Voices raife ; 

And Earth with her ten Thouſand Tongues 

Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe, 


> Wide, as the World is thy Command, 
vaſt Eternity thy Love; 

firm as a Rock thy Truth muſt ſtand, 
when rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


Psatm CI. Long Metre. 
The Magiſtrates Pſalm. 


_—_— and Judgement are my Song ; 
LVL And ſince they both to Thee belong, 
My gracious God, my righteous King 

To Thee my Songs and Vows I'll bring. 


If lam rais'd to bear the Sword. 

I'll take my Counſels from thy Word 
Thy Juſtice and thy heav*nly Grace 
Shall be the Pattern of my Ways. 


hrafe. | Let Wiſdom all my Actions guide, 
And let my Gop with me refide ; 

2 No wicked Thing ſhall dwell with me, 
Which may provoke thy Jealouſy. 


No ſons of Slander, Rage, and Strife, 
hall be Companions of my Life 

Ide haughty, Look, the Heart of Pride 
Within my Doors ſhall uc'er abide. 

In ſcarch the Land, and raife the Juſt 
lo Poits of Honour, Wealth, and Trutt ; 


178 PSALM Cl. 


The Men that work thy holy Will, 
Shall be my Friends and Favourites ſtill.] 


6 In vain ſhall Sinners hope to riſe 

By flatt 'r ing or malicious Lies; 

And while the Innocent I guard, 
The bold Offenders ſhan't be ſpar'd. 


5 The impious Crew (that factious Band) 
Shall hide their Heads or quit the Land; 
. And all that break the Public Reſt, 

= Where I have Power ſhall be ſuppreſt. 


Psaim CI. Common Metre. 


A Pfalm for a Maſter of a Family. 


1 ()* Juſtice and of Grace I ſing, 
And pay my Gop my Vows ; 
Thy Grace and Juſtice, heavenly King, 
Teach me to rule my Houſe, 


3 Now to my Tent, O Gop, repair, 
And make thy Servant wiſe ; 
I' ſuffer nothing near me there 
That ſhall offead thine Eyes. 


3 The Man that doth his Neighbour Wrong 
By Falſhood or by Force, 

The ſcornful Eye, the ſland'rous Tongue, 
III thruit them from my Doors. 


4 I'll ſeek the Faithful and the Juſt, 
And will their Help enjoy ; 

Theſe are the Friends that I ſhall truſt, 
The Servants I'll employ, 


5 The Wretch that deals in ſly Deceit, 
I'll not endure a Night ; 

The Liar's Tongue I'll ever hate 
And baniſh from my Sight. 


6 I'll purge my Family around, 
And make the Wicked flee ; 
So ſhall my Houſe be ever found 

A Dwelling fit for Thee, 


PSALM C 


EAR n 
But a1 

Haſt thou n. 
To hear 


My Days ar 
Diſſolvin 
My Strengt! 
And ſink 


My Spirits 
Burnt Wi 
In ſecret G 
And I fo 


As on ſome 
The Spar 
Far from th 
I fit and 


My Soul is 
Where B 

There the {; 
And ther 


Dark diſm: 
Dwell in 
While ſhar] 
Nor give 
My Cup 1s 
And Te: 
My daily I 
Unpleaſ: 


Senſe can a 
To Soul: 
Lord, "tw: 
Thy Haz 
My Looks 
And Lif 
Grows fait 
That vai 


le, 
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PALM CII. 3-1, 20, 21. Fi Part, 
A Prayer for the Aficted. 


EAR me, O Goo, nor hide thy Face, 
But anſwer, let I die; 
Hiſt thou not built a Throne of Grace 
To hear when Sinners cry ? 


My Days are waſted like the Smoke 
Diſſolving in the Air: 

My Strength is dry'd, my Heart is broke, 
And ſink ing in Deſpair, 


My Spirits flag, like withering Graſs 
Burnt with exceſſive Heat: 

In ſecret Groans my Minutes paſs, 
And I forget to eat. 


As on ſome lonely Building's Top 
The Sparrow tells her Moan, 

Far from the Tents of Joy and Hope 
| fit and grieve alone. 


My Soul is like a Wilderneſs, 
Where Beaſts of Midnight howl ; 
There the ſad Raven finds her Place, 
And there the ſcreaming Owl. 


Dark diſmal Thoughts and boding Fears 
Dwell in my troubled Breaſt ; 

While ſharp Reproaches wound my Ears, 
Nor give my Spirit Reſt, 


My Cup is mingled with my Woes, 
And Tears are my Repaſt; 

My daily Bread like Aſhes grows 
Unpleaſant to my Taſte, 


Senſe can afford no real Joy 
To Souls that feel thy Frown , 

Lord, *twas thy Hand advanc'd me high, 
Thy Hand hath caſt me down. 


My Looks like wither'd Leaves appear 
And Life's declining Light 

Grows faint as Evening Shadows arc, 
That vaniſh into Night, 
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10 But thou for ever art the ſame, 
O my eternal Gop ; 
Ages to come ſhall know thy Name, 
And ſpread thy W orks abroad. 


21 Thou wilt ariſe, and ſhew thy Face 
Nor will my Lord delay | 
Beyond th' appointed Hour of Grace, 
That long expected Day. 


12 He hears his Saints, he knows their Cry, 
And by myſterious Ways 
Redeems the Priſoners doom'd to die, 
And fills their Tongues with Praiſe. 
Psartm CII. 13—2i. Second Part. 
Prayer heard, and Zion reflored. 
2 1 ET Zion and her Sons rejoice, 
_4 Behold the promis'd Hour: 
Her Gov hath heard her mourning Voice, 
And comes t' exalt his Power. 


2 Her Duſt and Ruins that remain 
Are precious in our Eyes; 

Thoſe Ruins ſhall be built again, 
And all that Duſt ſhall riſe. 


3 The Lord will raiſe Feruſalem, 
And ſtand in Glory there; 
Nations ſhall bow before his Name, 
And Kings attend with Fear. 


4 He fits a Sovereign on his Throne, 
With Pity in his Eyes : 
He hears the dying Priſoners groan, 
And ſees their Sighs ariſe. 


5 He frees the Souls condemn'd to Death, 
And when bis Saints complain, 
It ſhan't be ſaid, „That praying Breath 
„Was ever ſpent in vain.” 


6 This ſhall be known when we are dead, 
And left on long Record, 
That Ages yet unborn may read, 


And truſt, and ptatſe-the Lord. 
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PAIN CII. 23—28. Third Part. 
u Mortality, and Chriſt's Eternity; or, Saints die, 
Chriſt and the Church live. 


Iris the Lord our Saviour's Hand, 
Weakens our Strength amid the Race; 
Diſeaſe and Death at his Command 
Arreſt us, and cut ſhort our Days. 


Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray, 
Nor let our Sun go down at Noon 
Thy Years are one eternal Day, 

And muſt thy Children die ſo ſoon ? 


Vet in the Midſt of Death and Grief 
This Thought our Sorrow ſhall afſuage ; 
„Our Father and our Saviour live: 

« Chrift is the ſame thro” every Age,” 


Tas he this Earth's Foundation laid; 
Heaven is the Building of his Hand: 
This Earth grows old, theſe Heav'ns ſhall fade, 
And all be chang'd at his Command. | 


The ſtarry Curtains of the Sky, 
Like Garments ſhall be laid aſide; 
But ſtill thy Throne ſtands firm and high; 
Thy Church for ever muſt abide, 


6 Before thy Face thy Church ſhall live, 


And on thy Throne thy Children reign; 
This dying World ſhall they ſurvive 
And the dead Saints be rais'd again. 
Prat CIII. 1-7. Firſt Part. Long Metre, 
Bleſſing GOD for his Goodneſs to Souland Body, 
} | O my Soul, the living God, 
Call home thy Thoughts that rove abroad 


Let all the Powers within me join 
In Work and Worſhip fo divine. 


2 Bleſs, O my Soul, the Gop of Grace ; 

His Favours claim thy higheſt Praiſe ; 
Why ſhould the Wonders he hath wrought 
Be loſt in Silence, and forgot ? 
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3 'Tis He, my Soul, that ſent his Son Ho flow 
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He fatishes our Mouths with Good Tae Child 
And fills our Hopes with heav'nly Food. Aud move 

6 He ſees th' Oppreſſor and th' Oppreſt, 
And often gives the Sufferers Reſt; The Mich. 
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PSsALN CIII. 8—18. Second Part. Long Mette, Nor Child: 
COD's gentle Chaſtiſement ; or, His tender Mercy uv 51. C. 


People. Praiſe 

1 HE Lord, how wond'rous are his Ways! Bleſs 
How firm his Truth ! how large his Grace , Let? 

He takes his Mercy for his. Throne, And aid m 
And thence he makes his Glories known, Whoſe | 
Not balf ſo high his Power hath ſpread I the 
The ſtarry heavens above our Head, 1 or let! 
As his rich Love exceeds our Praiſe, 3 
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; How lowly doth his Wrath ariſe! 
On ſwifter Wings Salvation flies: 
And if he lets his Anger burn, 
How ſoon his Frowns to Pity turr. 


; Amidſt his Wrath Compaſſion ſhines ! 
His Strokes are lighter than our Sins: 
and while his Rod corrects his Saints, 
lis Lar indulges their Complaints. 


6 50 Fathers their young Sons chaſtiſe, 
With gentle Hands and melting Eyes: 
Vac Children weep beneath the Smart, 
aud move the Pity of their Heart. 


PAUSE. 


The Mighty Gop, the Wiſe and Juſt, 
Knows that our Frame is tecble Duſt; 
And will no heavy Loads impoſe 

Beyond the Strength that he beſtows. 


| He knows how ſoon our Nature dies, 
Maſted by every Wind that flies; 
Like Graſs we ſpring, and die as ſoon, 
Or Morning Flowers that fade at Noon. 
But his eternal Love 1s ſure 
To all the Saints, and ſhall endure ; 
From Age to Age his Truth ſhall reign, 
Nor Children's Children hope in vain. 


PAL CIII. 1-7. Fir Part. Short Metre, 
Praiſe for Spiritual and Temporal Mercies. 


Bleſs the Lord, my Soul ; 
Let all within me join, 
And aid my Tongue to bleſs his Name, 
Whoſe Favours are divine. 
O bleſs the Lord, my Soul; 
Nor let his Mercies lie 
Forgotten in Unthankfulneſs ; 
And without Praiſes die. 
Tis he forgives thy Sins, 
Tis he relieves thy Pain, 
Lis he that heals thy Sickneſſes, 
Aud makes thee young again. 
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4 He crowns thy Life with Love, 
When ranſom'd from the Grave; 
He that redeem'd my Soul from Hell, 
. Hath ſovereign Power to ſave, 


5 He fills the Poor with Good; 
He gives the Suff*rers Reſt ; 
The Lord hath Judgments for the Proud, 
And Juſtice for th' Oppreſt. 


6 His wondrous Works and Ways 
Hle made by Moſes known; 
But ſent the World his Truth and Grace, 
By his beloved Son, 


Abounding Compaſſon of God : or, Mercy in the Mii} 
Judgment. 4 ps 


1 Y Soul, repeat his Praiſe 
Whoſe Mercies are ſo great: 
Whoſe Anger is {o flow to riſe, 
So ready to abate. 


2 Gov will not always chide ; 
And when his Strokes are felt, 
His Strokes are fewer than our Crimes, 
And lighter than our Guilt. 


3 High as the Heavens are raiſ'd 
- Above the Ground we tread, 
So far the Riches of his Grace 
Our higheſt Thoughts exceed. 


4 His Pow'r ſubdues our Sins, 
And his forgiving Love, 
For as the Eaſt is from the We/?, 
Doth all our Guilt remove, 


5 The Pity of the Lord 
Jo thoſe that fear his Name, 
Is ſuch as tender Parents feel : 
He knows our feeble Frame. 


6 He knows we are but Duſt, 
Scatter'd with ev'ry Breath ; 


PALM CIII. 8-18. Second Part. Short Metre 
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PSALM _ CIV. 


His Anger, like a riſing Wind 
Can End us {ſwift to Death. 


, Our days are as the Graſs 
Or like the Morning-Flower : 
If one ſharp Blaſt ſweep o'er the Field 
It withers in an Hour. 


g But thy Compaſſion, Lord 
To endleſs Years endure ; 
And Children's Children every find 
Thy Words of Promiſe ſure. | 
Pat CIII. 19—22. Third Part, Short Metre, 1 
COD's univerſal Dominion; or, A1ge's praiſe the Lord. 
HE Lord, the ſovereign King | F 
Hath fix'd his Throne on high | 'Y 
O'er all the heav'nly World he rules 188 
And all bencath the Sky. © 
Le Angels great in Might, 
And ſwift to do his Will; 
Bleſs ye the Lord, whoſe Voice ye bear 
Whoſe Pleaſure ye fulfil. 


$ Let the bright Hoſts who wait 
The Orders of their King, 
And guard his Churches. when they pray 
join in the Praiſe they ſing. 
+ While all his wondrous Works 7 
Ihro' his vaſt Kingdom thew 
Their Maker's Glory, thou, my Soul, 
»halc ſing his Graces too. | 
PS ALM CIV. 
The Glory of GOD in Creation and Providence. 
N Y Soul, thy great Creator praiſe 
I When cloth'd in his celeſtial Rays 
He in full Majeſty appears, 
Ard like a Robe his Glory wears. 
Note, This D/alm may be ſung to the Tune of the o 
11 or1 27th Pats, &y adding theje two Lines to cr 
CLF, namely, 


1 
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Great is the Lord; what tongue can frame 
An equal Honour to hi, Name ? 


Otherwiſe it muſt be ſung as the 100th Pſalm, 


2 The Heav'ns are for his Curtains ſpread, 
Th' unfathom'd deep he makes his Bed 
Clouds are his Chariot, when he flies 
On winged Storms acroſs the Skies. 


Angels, whom his own Breath inſpires, 
His Miniſters are flaming Fires; 

And ſwift as Thought their Armies move 
Jo bear his Vengeance or his Love 


4 The World's Found: tions by his Hand 
Are pois'd, and ſhall for ever ſtand 
He binds the Ocean in his Chain, 

Leſt it ſhould drown the Earth again. 


5 When Earth was cover'd with the Flood, 
When high above the Mountains ſtood, 
He thunder'd, and the Ocean fled 
Confin'd to its appointed Bed. 


6 The ſwelling Billows know their Bound, 
And in their Channels walk their Round; 
Yet thence convev'd by ſecret Veins, 


lle bids the cryſtal Fountains flow 
And chear the Valleys as they go: 
Tame Heifers there their Thirff allay 
And for the Stream wild Aſſes bray 


From pleaſant Trees, which ſhade the Brix, 
The Lark and Linnet light to drink ; 

Their Songs the Lark and Linnet raiſe, 

And chide Gur ſilence in his Praiſe, 


Paus 1. 


5 Gop from his cloudy Cifterns povrs 
On the parch'd Earth enriching Show'rs.; 
A he Grove, the Garden, and the Field, 


A thouſand joy ful Bleſlags yield, 
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PSALM CIV. 


0 He make the graſſy Food ariſe, 
And gives the Cattle large Supplies; 
With Herbs for Man, of various Pow'r 
To nouriſh Nature, or to cure, 


1 What noble Fruit the Vines produce! 
The Olive yields a ſhining Juice; 
Our Hearts are cheer'd with gen'rous Wine, 
With inward Joy our Faces ſhine, 


12 O bleſs his Name, ye Britons, fed 
With Nature's Chief Supporter, Bread: 
While Bread your vital Strength imparts, 
Serve him with Vigour in your Hearts, 


PAus E II. 


13 Behold the ſtately Cedar ſtands 
Rais'd in the Foreſt by his Hands 
Birds to the Boughs for Shelter fly, 
And build their Neſts ſecure on high. 


14 Tocraggy Hills aſcendsthe Goat ; 
And at the airy Mountain's Foot 
The feebler Creatures make their Cell; 
He gives them Wiſdom where to dwell. 


5 He ſets the Sun his circling Race, 
Appoints the Moon to change her Face; 
And when thick Darkneſs veils the Day, 
Calls out wild Beaſts to hunt their Prey. 


b Fierce Lions lead their Young abroad, 
And roaring, afk their Meat from Gop, 
But when the Morning Beams atiſe, 

The ſavage Beait to Covert flies. 


7 Then Man to daily Labour goes ; 
The Night was made for his Repoſe: 
Sleep is thy Gift, that ſweet Relief 
From tireſome Toil and waſting Grief. 


How firange thy Works! how great thy Skill; 
And every Land thy Riches fill: 
Thy wiſdom round the World we ſee, 
This ſpacious Earth is full of Thee, 


— 
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19 Nor leſs thy Glories in the Deep 
Where Fiſh in Millions ſwim and creep 
With wondrous Motions, ſwift or ſlow 
Still wand' ring in the Paths below. | 


20 There Ships divide the wat'ry Way 
And Flocks of ſcaly Monſters play; 
There dwells the huge Leviathan 
And foams or ſports in ſpite of Man. 


Paus III. 


21 Vaſt are thy Works, Almighty Lord, 
All Nature reſt upon thy Word, 

And the whole Race of Creatures ſtand, 
Waiting their Portion from thy Hand. 


22 While each receives his different Food, 
Their chearful Looks pronounce it good 
Eagles and Bears, and Whales and Worms 
Rejoice and Praiſe in different Forms. 


23 But when thy Face is hid, thy mourn, 
And dying to their Duſt return; 

Both Man and Beaſt their Souls reſign; 
Life, Breath, and Spirit, all are thine. 


24 Yet thou canſt breathe on Duſt again, 
And fill the World with Beaſts and Men; 
A Word of thy creating Breath 

Repairs the Waſtes of Time and Death. 


25 His Works, the Wonders of his Might, 
Are honour'd with his own Delight; 
How awful are his glorious Ways ! 
The Lord is dreadful in his Praiſe. 


26 The Earth ſtands trembling at thy Stroke; 
And at thy Touch the Mountains ſmoke ; 
Yet humble Souls may ſee thy Face, 

And tell their Wants to ſovereign Grace, 


27 In thee my Hopes and Wiſhes meet; 
And make my Meditations ſweet ; 
Thy Praiſes thall my breath employ, 
Till it expires in endleſs Joy. 
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PSALM CV. 


13 While haughty Sinners die accurſt, 
Their Glory bury'd with their Duſt, 
I to my Goo, my heavenly King, 
Immortal Hallelujaks ſing. 


P5arm CV, Abridg'd. Common Metre. 


CD Condutt of Iſrael, and the Plagues of Egypt. 


l IVE Thanks to Gon, invoke his Name, 
And tell the World his Grace ; 
Sound thro* the Earth his Deeds of Fame, 
That all may ſeek thy Face. 


Eis Cov'nant which he kept in Mind 
For numerous Ages paſt, 
To numerous Ages yet behind, 
In equal Force ſhall laſt. 


He ſware to Abra'm and his Seed, 
And made the Bleſſing ſure ; 
Gentiles the antient Promiſe read, 

And find his Truth endure. 


„ Thy Seed ſhall make all Nations bleſt, 
(Said the Almighty voice) 

# And Canaan's Land ſhall be their Reſt, 
„The Type of heav'nly Joys.” 


[How large the Grant! how rich the Grace! 
To give them Canaan's Land, 

When they were Strangers in the Place, 
A little feeble Band ! 


Like Pilgrims thro! the Countries round 
Securcly they remoy'd ; 

And haughty Kings, that on them frown'd, 
Severely he reprov'd. 


Touch mine Anointed, and my Arm 
* Shall ſoon revenge the Wrong; 

The Man that does my Prophets Harm 
Shall know their God is ſtrong. ] 


Then let the World forbear its Rage, 
Nor put the Church in Fear; 
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Iſrael muſt live thro* e 
And be th Amighty's Care x 


Pavssz I. 


9 When Pharoah dar'd to vex the Saints, 
And thus provok'd their Gop, * 


Moſes was ſent at their Complaints, 
Arm'd with his dreadful Rod. 


10 He call'd for Darkneſs, Darkneſs cams 
Like an o'erwhelming Flood: 

He turn'd each Lake and every Stream 
To Lakes and Streams of Blood. 


11 He gave the Sign, and noiſome Flies 
Thro' the whole Country ſpread ; 

And Frogs, in croaking Armies rife 
About the Monarch's Bed. 


12 Thro' Fields, and Towns, and Palaces 
The tenfold Vengeance flew ; 

Locuſts in Swarms devour'd their Trees, 
And Hail their Cattle flew. 


13 Then by an Angel's Midnight Stroke 
The Flower of Egypt dy'd ; 

The Strength of every Houſe was broke; 
Their Glory and their Pride. 


14 Now let the World forbear its Rage, 
Nor put the Church in Fear, 
Iſrael muſt live thro every Age 
And be th' Almighty's Care, 


Pavssz II. 


And left the hated Ground ; 
Each ſome £gypttan Spoils had got, 
And not one feeble found. 


16 The Lord himſelf choſe out their Way, 
And mark'd their Journeys right, 
Gave them a leading Cloud by Day, 
A very Guide by Night, 


15 Thus Were the Tribes from Bondage brought, 
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13 They thirſt ; and Waters from the Rock 
In rich Abundance flow, 
And following ſtill the Courſe they took 
Ran all the Deſart thro'. 


6 O wondrous Stream! O bleſſed Type 
Of ever- flowing Grace! 
So Chrift our Rock maintains our Life 
Thro' all this Wilderneſs. 


1 Thus guarded by th' Almighty Hand, 
The choſen Tribes poſſeſt 
Cv the rich, the promis'd Land, 
And there enjoy'd their Reſt. 


eo Then let the World ſorbe ar its rage 
Tae Church renounce her Fear; 
Iſrael muſt live thro every Age 
And be th Almighty's Care. 


Pzatm CVI. 1—;. Firft Part. Long Metre; 
Praiſe to GOD ; or, Communion with Saints. 


i O Gov the Great, the Ever-bleſt, 
Let Songs of Honour be addreſt: 
His Mercy firm for eves ſtands ; 
Ge him the Thanks his Love demands. 


2 Who knows the Wonders of thy Ways ? 
Who thall fulfil thy boundleſs Praiſe 7 
Bleſt are the Souls that fear Thee ſtill, 
And pay their Duty to thy Will. 

Remember what thy Mercy did 
For Facob's Race, thy choſen Seed ; 

And with the ſame Salvation bleis 
The meaneft Suppliant of thy Grace, 

4 O may I fee thy Tribes rejoice, 

And aid their Triumphs wich my Voice “ 
Lais is my Glory, Lord to be 
Join'd to thy Saints, and near to Thee, 
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PsALm CVI. Second Part. Ver, 7, 8, 12—24 4%, 


48. Short Metre, 


Iſrael puniſt'd and pardon'd ; or, COD's unchangeable 


Love, 


1 OD of eternal Love, 
How fickle are our Ways ; 
And yet how oft did 7/rael prove 
Tay Conſtancy of Grace! 


* 


2 They ſewthy Wonders wrought, 
And then thy Praiſe they ſung ; 
But ſoon thy Works of Power forgot, 
And murmur'd with their Tongue. 


3 Now they believe his Word, 
While Rocks with Rivers flow 
Now with their Luſts provoke the Lord, 
And he reduc'd them low. 


4 Yet when they mourn'd their Faults, 
He hearken'd to their Groans, 
Brought his own Cov'nant to his Thoughts, 
And call'd them {till his Sons. 


5 Their names were in his Book, 
He ſav'd them from their Foes ; 
Ott he chaſtis'd, but ne'er forſook 
The Pcople that he choſe. 


6 Let 1/rael bleſs the Lord, 
Who lov'd their antient Race; 
And Chrittians join the ſolemn Word 
Amen to all the Praiſe. 


PS ALM CVII. FV Part. Long Metre, 
Ifrael led to Canaan, and Chrijiians to Heaven, 
1 IVE Thanks to Gop ; he reigns above: 


Kind are bis Thoughts, His Name his Love} 


Ilis Mercy Ages paſt have known, 
And Ages long to come ſhall own, 


2 let the Redeemed of the Lord 
1he Wonders of his Grace record: 
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PSALM .CVIT. 


2—24, 4% Ifael, the Nation whom he choſe, 
| And reſcu'd from their mighty Foes. 


nchangealle » [When God's almighty Arm had broke 
Their Fetters and th' Egypttan Yoke, 
They trac'd the Deſart, wan@'ring round 
A wild and ſolitary Ground. 


4 There they could find no leading Road, 
Nor City for a fix'd Abode; | 
Nor Food, nor Fountain to aſſuage 
Their burning Thirſt, or Hunger's Rage. 


In their Diſtreſs to God they cry'd, 

God was their Saviour and their Guide: 
He led their March far wand'ring round. 
'Twas the right Path to Canaan's Ground. 


Thus when our firſt, Relief we gain 
From Sin's old Yoke and Satan's Chain, 
We have this deſart World to paſs, 1 
A dang'rous and a tireſome Place. 3 


ghts, | 
He feeds and clothes us all the Way, F 


He guides our Footſteps leſt we ſtray, 
He guards us with a powerful Hand. 
And brings us to the heavenly Land. 


8 O let the Saints with Joy record bie 1 
The Truth and Goodneſs of the Lord! | 
How great his Works ! how kind his Ways . 
Let every Tongue pronounce his Prai ſe. 


Ps ALM CVII. Second Part. 
tre, Correction for Sin, and Releaſe by Prayer. 


garen. 1 ee Age to Age exalt his Name, 
: God and his Grace are ſtill the ſame 
115 1 oy He fills the hungry Soul with Food, 
OE] And feeds the Poor with every Good, 


2 But if their Hearts rebel, and riſe 
Againſt the Gop that rules the Skies, 5 | 
It they reject his heavenly Word, N | | 
And flight the Counſels of the, Lord; 


bY : | 
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3 He'll bring their Spirits to the Ground, 
And no Deliv'rer ſhall be found; 

Laden with Grief they waſte their Breath 
In Darkneſs and the Shades of Death. 


4 Then to the Lord they raiſe their Cries, 
He makes the dawning Light ariſe, 

- And ſcaiters all that diſmal Shade, 
That hung ſo heavy round their Head. 


5 He cuts the Bars of Braſs in two, 

And lets the {miling Priſoners thra'; 
Takes off the Load of Guilt and Grief, 
And gives the lab'ring Soul Relief. 


6 O may the Sons of Men record 

The wondrous Goodneſs of the Lord ! 

How great his Works! how kind his Ways? 
Let every Tongue pronounce his Praiſe, 


PsaLm CVII. Third Part. 


late mperance puniſhed pardon'd ; or, a Pain ju 
the Glutton ard the Drunkard. 


x AIN Man, on fooliſh Pleaſures bent, 

Prepares for his own Puniſhment 
What Pains, what loathſome Maladies 
From Luxury and Luſt ariſe ! 


The Drunkard feels his Vitals waſte. 

Ye: drowns his Health to pleaſe his Tafte ; 
T:!l all his active Powers are loſt, 

And fainting Life draws near the Duſt, 


The Glution groans, and loaths to cat, 
Hts {oul abhors delicious Meat; 
Nature with heavy Loads oppreſt 
Would yield to Death to be reicas'd. 


Then how the frighted Sinners fly 

To Gor f6t Help with earneſt Cry! 

He hears their Groans, p olongs their Breath, 
fand faves them from approaching Death. 


; No Med'cine could effect the Cure 
do quick; fo caſy, or fo ſure ; 
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PSALM CVII. 


The deadly Sentence Gop repeals, 
He ſends his ſovereign Word and heals. 


6 O may the Sons of Men record 
The wond'rous Goodneſs of the Lord ! 
Aud let their thankful Offspring prove 
How they adore their Maker's Love. 


PsALM CVII. Fourth Part. Long Metre. 


D:!izerance from Storms and Shipwreck ; or, the Seaman's* 


Song. 


OULD you behold the Works of Gop, 


His wonders in the World abroad, 
Go with the Mariners, and trace 
The unknown Regions of the Seas, 


They leave their native Shores behind, 
And ſeize the Favour of the Wind; 
Till Gop command, and Tempeſts riſe, 
That heave the ocean to the Skies. 


Now to the Heav'ns they mount amain, 
Now ſink to Dreadful Deeps again : 
What ſtrange Affrights young Sailors feel, 
And like a ſtagg'ring Drunkard reel! 


When Land is far, and Death is nigh, 
Loſt to all Hope, to God they cry; 
His Mercy hears their loud Addreſs, 
And ſends Salvation in Diſtreſs. 


> He bids the Winds their Wrath aſſuage. 
The furious Waves forget their Rage; 
'Tis calm: and Sailors ſmile to ſee 
The Haven where they wiſh'd to be. 


5 O may the Sons of Men record! 
The wondrous Goodneſs of the Lord! 
Let them private Off rings bring, 
And in the Church his Glory ling, 
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196 PSALM CVII. 
PsaLMt CVII. Fourth Part Common Metre,, 


The Mariner's Pſalm. 


1 HY Works of Glory, mighty Lord, 
L Thy Wonders in the Deeps, 

The Sons of Courage ſhall record, 

Who trade in floating Ships. 


a At thy Command the Winds ariſe, 
And ſwell the tow'ring Waves ; 
The Men aſtoniſh'd mount the Skies, 
And fink in gaping Graves. 


3 [Again they climb the wat'ry Hills, 
And plunge in Deeps again; 

Each like a tott'ring Drunkard recls, 
And hnds his Courage vain. 


4 Frighted to hear the Temp roar, 
The pant with flutt'ring Breath, 

And hopeleſs of the diſtant Shore, 
Expect immediate Death.] 


5 Then to the Lord they raiſe their Cries, 
He hears their loud Requeſt, 

And orders Silence thro' the Skies, 
And lays the Floods to Rel. 


6 Sailors rejoice to loſe their Fears, 
And ſee the Storm allay'd : ; 
Now to their Eyes the Port appears; 

There le: their Yows be paid. 


7 Tis Gop that brings them ſafe to Land; 
Let itupid Mortals know, 

That Waves are under his Command, 
And all the Winds that blow. 


8 O that the Sons of Men would praiſe 
The Goodneſs of the Lord | 

Ani thoſe who ſee thy -ond*rous Wars 
Tay wond'rous Love record, 
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PSALM CVII. 


P3alm CVII. Laſt Pari. 


Colonies planted ; or, Nations blelt and puniſhed. 


A Pſalm for New-England, 


N HEN Gop, provok'd with daring Crimes, 


Scourges the Madneſs of the Times, 
He turns their Fields to barren Sand, 
And drics the Rivers from the Land. 


1 His Word can raiſe the Springs again, 
And make the wither'd Mountains green, 
Send ſhow'ry, Bleſſings from the Skies, 
And Harveſts in the Deſart riſe. 


q [Where nothing dwelt but Beaſts of Prey, 
Or Men as fierce and wild as they, 
He bids th* Oppreſt and Poor repair, 
And build them Towns and Cities there. 


4 They ſow the Fields, and Trees they plant, 

Whoſe yearly Fruits ſupply their Want; 
Their Race grows up from fruitful Stocks, 
Their Wealth increaſes with their Flocks. 


z Thus they are bleſt; but if they fin, 
He lets the Heathen Nations in; 
A ſavage Crew invades their Lands, 
Their Princes die by barb'rous Hands, 


8 Their captive Sons, expos'd to Scorn, 
Wander unpity'd and forlorn ; 
The Country lies unfenc'd, untill'd, 
And Deſolation {preads the Field. 


Vet if the humble Nation mourns, 
Again his dreadful Hand he turns ; 
Again he makes their Cities thrive, 
And bids the dying Churches live.] 


2 The Righteous with a joy fol Senſe, 
Admire the Works of Providence; 
And Tongues of Atheiſts ſhall no more 
Blaſpheme the Gos that Saints adore, 


Ho few with pious Care record 


itele wond'rous Dealings of the Lord, 
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PSALM CIX. 
But wiſe Obſervers ſtill ſhall find © Toa" 
The Lord is holy, juſt, and kind. 3 Thy v 
P CIX. Ver. 1—8. 31. « Shall n 
SALM er. 1—5. 31 2 
| Love to Enemies from the Example of Chriſt. « That 1 
1 (3D of my Mercy and my Praiſe, « When 
8 Thy Glory is my Song ; « And S 
Tho” Sinners ſpeak againſt thy Grace « Where 
With a blaſpheming Tongue. 0 bleſſec 
2 When in the Form of mortal Man What a l. 
Thy Son on Earth was found, And Con 
With cruel Slanders falſe and vain, | Exceed t 
The compaſs'd him around. es 
SA 
3 Their Mis'ries his Compaſſion move, 
Their Peace he ſtill purſu'd ; 7 
They render Hatred for his Love, HU 
And Evil for his Good. : Sp 
4 Their Malice rag'd without a Cauſe, « Etern 
Yet with his dving Breath, « And « 
He pray'd for Murd'rers on his Croſs, 3 
And bleſt his Foes in Death. * ant * 
5 Lord, ſhall thy bright Example ſhine « To ſa 
In vain before my Eyes ? « For P 
Give me a Soul akin to thine, - 
To love mine Enemies. "by 4 * 
10 n 
6 The Lord ſhall on my Side engage, « And 
And m my Saviour's Name « And 
I ſhall defeat their Pride and Rage 
Who ſlander and condemn. 4 fejus th 
| While ( 
PsaLx CX. Firſt Part. Long Metre. Betwee 
Chriſt exalted, and Multitudes converted : or, The Su ae 
eſs of the Goſpel. Fla 
: TPHUS the eternal Father ſpake Then ft 
To Crit the Son; Aſcend and ſit Aud fe; 
At my Right-hand, till I ſhall make 6 Tho! w 
„Thy Foes ſubmiſſive at thy Feet, He erit 


rift. 
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2 From Zion ſhall thy Word proceed, 
« Thy Word, the Scepter in thy Hand, 
« Shall make the Hearts of Rebels bleed, 
« And bow their Wills to thy Command. 


That Day ſhall ſhew thy Pow'r is great, 

« When Saints ſhall flock with willing Minds, 
« And Sinners crowd thy Temple Gate, 

« Where Holineſs in Beauty ſhines.” 


4 O bleſſed Power O glorious Day 
What a large Vict'ry ſhall enſue ! 
And Converts who thy Grace obey, 
Exceed the Drops of Morning Dew. 


Ps ALA CX. Second Part. Long Metre. 
The Kingdom and Prieſthoed /Chriſt. 


: 12 the great Lord of Earth and Sea 
Spake to his Son, and thus he ſwore; 
4 Eternal ſhall thy Prieſthood be, 
« And change ſrom Hand to Hand no more. 


« Huron and all his Sons mult die: — 
« But everlaſting Life is thine, 

i To fave for ever thoſe that fly 

For Refuge from the Wiath divine. 


3 * By me Me/chizedeck was made 
« On Earth a King and Prieſt at once; 
„% And Thou, my heavenly Prieſt, ſhalt plead, 
„And Thou, my King, ſhalt rule my Sons.“ 


4 7:Jus the Prieſt aſcends his Throne, 
While Counſels of eternal Peace, 
Between the Father and the Son, 
Proceed with Honour and Succeſs. 


5 Thro' the whole Earth his Reign ſhall ſpread, 
And cruſh the Pow'rs that dare rebel; 
Then ſhall he judge the riſing Dead, 
Aud ſend the guilty World to Hell. 


6 Tho' while he treads his glorious Way, 
He drinks the Cup of Tears and Blood, 
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200 PSALM CXT, 
The Sufferings of that dreadful Day 
Shall but advance him near to God. 


PsALu CX. Common Metre, 
Chriſt's Kingdom and Priefthood, . 


2 TEST, our Lord, aſcend thy Throne, 
And near the Father ſit : 
In Zion ſhall thy Pow'r be known, 
And make thy Fors ſubmit. 


2 What Wonders ſhall thy Goſyel do! 
Thy Converts ſhall ſurpaſs 
The numerous Drops of Morning Dew, 
And own thy ſov'reign Grace. 


3 Gop hath pronounc'd a firm Decree, 
Nor changes what he ſwore ; 
«© Fternal ſhall thy Prieſthood be, 
«© When Aaron is no more. 


& Melchizedec that wond*rous Prieſt, 
«© That King of high Degree, 

«© That holy Man whom Abraham ble, 
«© Was but a Type of thee.” 


5 Jeſus our Prieſt for ever lives, 
To plead for us above; 
Jeſus our King for ever gives 
The Bleſlings of his Love. 


6 Go ſhall exalt his glorious Head 
And his high Throne maintain, 
Shall ſtrike the Pow'rs and Princes dead 
Who dare oppoſe his Reign. 


Psarm CXI. Firſt Part. Common Meue. 
The Wiſdom of GOD in his Works. 
1 8 of immortal Praiſe belong 


To my Almighty God; 
He has my Heart and he my Tongue, 
To ſpread his Name abroad. 


2 How great the Works his Hand has wrouglit, 
How glorious in our Sight! 
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And men in every Age have ſought 
His Wonders with Delight. 


How moſt exact is Nature's Frame! 

0d, . How wiſe th* Eternal Mind! 

His Counſels never change the Scheme 
That his firſt Thoughts deſign'd. 


When he redeem'd his choſen Sons, 
He fixt his Cov'nant ſure ; | 

The Orders that his Lips pronounce 
To endleſs Years endure. 


7 6 Nature and Time, and Earth and Skies 
Thy heav'nly Skill proclaim : 

What ſhall we do to make us wiſe, 
But learn to read thy Name ? 


6 To fear not thy Pow'r, to truſt thy Grace 
Is our divineſt Skill; 
And he's the wiſeſt of our Race 
That beſt obeys thy Will. 


 PsaLm CXI. Second Part, 
The Perſections of GOD. 


1 F*YREAT is the Lord, his Works of Might 
Demand our nobleſt Songs; 
Let his aſſembled Saints unite 
Their Harmony of Tongues. 


2 Great is the Mercy of the Lord, 
He gives his Children Food ; 

| And ever mindful of his Word, 
He makes his Promiſe good. 


8 His Son, the great Redeemer, came 
To ſeal his Cov'nant ſure ; 

Holy and Rev'rend is his Name, 
His Ways are juſt and pure. 


| They that would grow divinely wiſe, 
Muſt with his fear begin; 

Our faireſt proof of Knowledge lies 
In hating every Siu, 
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PSALM CXII. 


The Bleffings of the liberal Man. 


Of God, and loves his ſacred La: 
His Seed on Earth ſhall be reuown'd a 
His Houle the Seat of wealth, ſhall bs 
An inexhauſted Treaſury, 
And with ſucceſſive Honours crovn'd. 


2 His liberal Favours he extends, 
To {ome he gives, to others lends; 
A gen'rous Pity fills his Mind ; 
Yet what his Charity impairs, 
He ſaves by Prudence in Affairs, 
And thus he's juſt to all Mankind. 


His Glory's future Harvelt ſow'd ; 
The ſweet Remembrance of the Juſt, 
Like a green Root revives and bears 
A Train of Bleſſings for his Heirs, 
Wnen Dying Nature ſleeps in Duſt. 


4 Beſet with threat'ning Dangers round, 
Unmov'd ſhall he maintain his Ground : 
His Conſcience hold his Courage up: 
The Soul that's fill'd with Virtue's Light, 
Shines brighteſt in Affliction's Night ; 

And ſees in Darkneſs beams of Hope. 


PAUSE, 


6 {111 Tidings never can ſurpri ſe 
His Heart, that fix'd on Gop relies, 
Tho' Waves and Tempefts roar around: 
Safe on the Rock he fits, and ſees, 
The Shipwreck of his Enemies, 
And ell their Hope and Glory drown'd, 


6 The Wicked ſhall his Triumph ſee, 
And gnaſh their Teeth in Agony, 
To find their Expectations croft 


* 


Psa1M- CxII. As the 112% Pſalm, 


1 11 Man is bleſt who ſtands in Awe 


3 His Hands, while they his Alms beſtow'd, 
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PSALM C©XIT, 


They and their Envy, Pride and Spite, 
zink down to everlaſting Night, 
And all their Names in Darkneſs loſt.] 


Ps ALM CXII. Long Metre, 
The Bleſſings of the Pious and Charitable. 


HRICE happy Man who fears the Lord, 
Loves his Commands, and trufts his Word ; 
Honour and Peace his Days attend, 
And Bleſſings to his Seed deſcend. 


2 Compaſſion dwells upon his Mind, 
To works of Mercy ſtill inclin'd ; 

He ſends the Poor ſome preſent Aid, 

Or gives them, not to be repaid. 


When Times grow dark, and Tidings ſpread, 
That fill his Neighbours round with Dread, 
His Heart is arm'd againſt the Fear, 
for God with all his Pow'r is there. 


4 His Soul well ix'd upon the Lord, 
Draws heav'nly Courage from his Word; 
Amidſt the Darkneſs Light ſhall riſe, 
To chear his Heart and bleſs his Eyes. 


5 He hath diſpers'd his Alms abroad, 
" His Works are ſtill before his Goo; ; 
His Name on Earth ſhall long remain, 
While envious Sinners fret in vain. 
Pzatm CXII. Common Metre, 
Liberality Rewarded. 


APPY 1s he that fears the Lord, 
And follows his Commands, 
Who leads the Poor without Regard, 
Or gives with lib'ral Hands, 


To all the Sons of Need ; 
So Gop ſhall anſwer his Requeſt 
With Bleſſings on his Seed. 
3 No evil Tidings ſhall ſurpriſe 
His wWell-eſtabliſh'd Mind ; 
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His Soul to Gov, his refuge flies, 
And leaves his Fears behind. 


4 In Times of general Diſtreſs 

Some Beams of Light ſhall ſhine, 

Io ſhew the World his Righteouſneſs, 
And give him Peace divine. 


5 His Works of Piety and Love 
Remain before the Lord ; 
Honour on Earth and Joys above 
Shall be his ſure Reward. 


PsaLm CXIII, Proper Tune. 
The Majeſty and Condeſeenſion of GOD, 


1 YA that delight to ſerve the Lord 
The Honours of his Name record, 
His facred Name for ever bleſs ; 
Where'er the circling Sun diſplays 
His riſing Beams, or fetting Rays, 
Let Lands and Seas his Pow'r confeſs. 


2 Nor Time, nor Nature's narrow Rounds, 
Can give his vaſt Dominion Bounds; _ 
The Heavens are far below his Height; 
Let no created Greatneſs dare 
With our eternal Gow compare, 
Arm'd with his — Might. 


He bows his glorious Head to view 
What the bright Hoſts of Angels do, _ 
And bends his Care to mortal Things; 
His ſovereign Hand exalts the Poor, 
He takes the Needy from the Door, 
And makes them Company for Kings. 


4 When Childleſs Families deſpair, 
He ſends the Bleſſing of an Heir 
To reſcue their expiring Name ; 
The Mother with a thankful Voice 
Proclaims his Praiſes and her Joys; 
Let every Age advance his Fame, 
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PsALM CxIII. Long Metre. 
C0 Sovereign and Gracious. 


VE Servants of th, Almighty King, 
In every Age his Praiſes ſing: 
Where'er the Sun ſhall riſe or ſet, 
The Nations ſhall his Praiſe repeat. 


Above the Earth, beyond the Sky 
Stands his high Throne of Majeſty ; 
Nor Time nor Place his Pow'r reſtrain, 
Nor bound his univerſal Reign. 


q Which of the Sons of Adam dare, 


Or Angels with their Gop compare ? 
His Glories how divinely bright, 
Who dwells in uncreated Light! 


4 Behold his Love, he ſtoops to view 
What Saints above and Angels do: 
And condeſcends yet more to know 
The mean Affairs of Men below. 


From Duſt and Cottages obſcure 
His Grace exalts the humble Poor: 
Gives them the Honour of his Sons, 
And fits them for their heavenly Thrones, 


6 [A Word of his creating Voice 
Can make the barren Houſe rejoice ; 
Tho? Sarah's ninety Years are paſt, 
The promis'd Secd are born at laſt, 


1 With Joy the Mother views her Son, 
And tells the Wonders Gop has done: 
Faith may grow ſtrong when Senſe deſpairs; 
II Nature fails, the Promiſe bears. ] 


P8ALM CXIV. 
Miracles attending Iſrael's Journey. 


3 * HEN Iſrael, freed from Pharoah's Hand 
Left the proud Tyrant and his Land, 

The Tribes with chearful Homage own 

Their King, and Judah was his Throne. 
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a0 
2 Acroſs the Deep their Journey lay: 


PSALM cxv. 


The Deep divides to make them Way: 
Jordan beheld their March, and fled 
With backward Current to his Head. 


3 The Mountain ſhook like frighted Sheep, 


Like Lambs the little Hillocks leap ; 
Not Sinai on her Baſe could ſtand, 
Conſcious of ſov'reigu Pow'r at Hand. 


4 What Power could make the Deep divide? 


Make Fordan back ward roll his Tide ? 
Why did yeleap ye little Hills ? 
And whence the Fright that Sinai feels; 


5 Let every Mountain, every Flood, 


Retire and know th* approaching Gon, 
The King of 1/r'e! : See him here 
Tremble thou Earth, adore, and fear. 


6 He thunders, and all Nature mourns, 


The Rock to ſtanding Pools he turns; 
Flints ſpring with Fountains at his Word, 
And Fires and Scas confeſs the Lord. 


PALM CXV. Firſt Metre. 
Tie true GOD our, Refuge; or, Idolatry reproved, 


TOT to ourſelves, who are but Duſt, 
Not to ourſelves is Glory due, 
Eternal Gop, thou'rt only Juſt, 
Thou only Gracious, Wiſe, and True, 
Shine forth in all thy dreadful Name : 
Why ſhould a Heathen's haughty Tongue 
Inſult us, and to raiſe our Shame, 
Say, Where's the GOD you've ſerv'd ſo long ? 
The God we ſerve maintains his Throne 
Above the Clouds, beyond the Skies, 
'Thro? all the Earth his Will is done, 


He knows our Groans, he hears our Cties. 
4 But the vain Idols they adore 


Are ſenſeleſs Shapes of Stone and Wood ; 


At beſt a Maſs of glitt'ring Ware, 
A ſilver Saipt, or golden God, 
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' $:em to be blind and deaf as they. , 
O iſrael, make the Lord thy Hope, 


; [With Eyes and Ears they carve their Head; 
Deaf are their Ears, their Eyes ate blind; 
ln vain are coſtly Off* ings made, 

And Vows are ſcatter'd inthe Wind. 


6 Their Feet were never made to move, 
Nor Hands to fave when Mortals pray; 
Mortals that pay them Fear or Love, 


Thy Help, thy Refuge, and thy Reſt; 
The Lord ſhall build thy Ruins up, 
And bleſs the People and the Prieſt, 


The Dead no more can ſpeak thy Praiſe, 
They dwell in Silence and the Grave: 
But we ſhall live to {ing thy Grace, 

And tell the World thy Pow'r to fave. 


Marx CXV. Second Metre, As the New Tune of 
the goth Plalm. 


Poprſh Idodatry Reproved. 
A Pſalm for the th of November. 


OT to our Names, Thou only Juſt and True, 
I Not to our worthleſs Name is Glory due: 
Ihy Pow'r and Grace, thy Truth and juſtice claim 
Immortal Honours to thy ſov'reign Name. 
dnine thro' the Earth from Heaven, thy bleſt Abode, 
Nor let the Heathens ſay And where's your God ? 


[ Throne, 
Hezw'n is thy higher Court: There ſtands thy 
7.1d thro' the lower Worlds thy Will is done: 

[ ipread, 
Our Gor fram'd all this Earth, theſe Heav'ns be 
But Fools adore the Gods their Hands have made; 
ite kneeling Croud, with Looks devout, behold 
tier Silver-Saviours, and their Saints of Gold, 


Vain are thoſe artful Shapes of Eyes and Ears; 
dae molten Image neither ſees nor hears ; 
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Their Hands are helpleſs, nor their Feet can mo 
Thy have no Speech, nor Thought, nor Po w'r, n 


Love 
Yet ſottiſh Mortals make their long 3 
To their deaf Idols, and their moveleſs Saints. 


4 The Rich have Statutes well adorn'd with Gold 
The Poor content with Gods of coarſer Mold, 
With Tools of Iron carve the ſenſeleſs Stock 
Lopt from a Tree, or broken from a Rock: 
People and Prieſt drive on the ſolemn Trade, 

And truſt the Gods that Saws and Hammers made 


5 Be Heaven and Earth amaz'd ! Tis hard to ſay 
Which is more ſtupid, or their Gods or they 
O Ifrael, truſt the Lord: He hears and ſees, 
He knows thy Sorrows, and reſtores thy Peace; 
His Worſhip does a thouſand Comforts yield; 
He is thy Help, and he thy heavenly Shield, 


6 O Britain, truſt the Lord: Thy Foes in vain 
Attempt thy Rain, and oppoſe his Reign; 


Had they prevail'd, Darkneſs had clos'd our D 


And Death and Silence had forbid his Praiſe: 
But we areſav'd, and live: Let Songs arite, 
And Britons bleſs the Gop that built the Skies. 


PSALM CXVI. Firſt Part. 
Recovery from Stchneſs. 


1 I Love the Lord ; he heard my Cries, 
And pity'd every Groan : 
Long as I live, when Troubles rife, 
I'll haſten to his Throne, 


2 I love the Lord: he bow'd his Ear 
And chas'd my Griefs away: 
O let my Heart no more deſpair, 
While I have Breath to pray! 


3 My Fleſh declin'd, my Spirits fell, 
And I drew near the Dead, 
While inward Pangs, and Fears of Hel! 
Perplex'd my waketul Head. 
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« Thou ever good and juſt ; 
« Thy Pow'r can reſcue from the Grave, 
« Thy Power is all my Truſt.“ 


; The Lord beheld my ſore Diſtreſs, 
He bids my Pains remove ; 
Return, my Soul, to Gop thy Reſh, 
For thou haſt known his Love. 


6 My God has ſav'd my Soul from Death, 
And dry'd my falling Tears: 
Now te his Praiſe I'll ſpend my Breath, 
And my remaining Years. 


PsaLm CXVI. 12, Sc. Second Part. 
Vows made in Trouble paid in the Church; or, Public 
Thanks for Private Deliverance, 


\ HAT ſhall I render to my Goo 
For all his Kindneſs ſhown ? 
My Feet ſhall viſit thine Abode, 
My Songs addreſs thy Throne. 


Among the Saints that fill thine Houſe 
My Off rings ſhall be paid; 
There ſhall my Zeal perform the Vows 
My Soul in Anguiſh made. 
3 How much 1s Mercy thy Delight, 
Thou ever-bleſſed Gop ! 
How dear thy Servants in thy Sight. 
How precious is their Blood 


4 How happy all thy Servants are : 
How great thy Grace to me! 
My Life, which thou haſt made thy Care, 
Lord, I devote to Thee. 


5 Now I am thine for ever thiae, 
Nor ſhall my Purpoſe move ; 
Thy Hand has loos'd my Bands of Pain, 
And bound me with thy Love. 


6 Here in thy Courts I leave = Vow, 
And thy rich Grace record ; 
K 
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Witneſs, ye Saints, who hear me now, 
If I forſake the Lord. 


Psarm CXVII. Common Metre, 


Praiſe to COD from all Nations. 


1 All ve Nations, praiſe the Lord, 
Each with a diff'rent Tongue; 
In every Language learn his Word, 
And let his Name be ſung. 


2 His Mercy reigns thro' every Land: 
Proclaim his Grace abroad ; 
For ever firm his Truth ſhall and ; 
Praiſe ye the faithful Gon. 


PS ALM CXVII. 


1 ROMI all that dwell below the Skies, 
Let the Creator's Praiſe ariſe : 
Let the Redeemer's Name be ſung, 
Thro? every Land, by every Tongue. 


2 Eternal are thy Mercies, Lord ; 
Eternal Truth attends thy Word ; 
Thy Praiſe ſhall ſound from Shore to Shore, 
Till Suns ſhall riſc and ſet no more. 


PS ALM XCVII. Short Metre, 


1 HY Name, Almighty Lord, 
Shall ſound thro” diſtant Lands: 
Great is thy Grace, and ſure thy Word ; 
Thy Truth for ever ſtands. 


2 Far be thine Honour ſpread, 
And long thy Praiſe endure, 
Till Morning Light and Ev'ning Shade 
Shall be exchang'd no more. 


Psarm CXVIII. Firſt Part, 6—15. Com, Metth 


Long Metre, 


Deliverance fron a Tu mult. 


1 HE Lord appears my Helper now 
Nor is my Faith afraid 
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Of what the Sans of Earth can do, 
Since Heav'n affords us Aid. 


2 Tis ſafer, Lord, to hope in Thee, 
And have my Gop my Friend, 
Than truſt in Men of high Degree, 
And on their Truth depend. 


re. 


Like Bees my Foes beſet me round, 
A large and angry Swarm ; 
But I ſhall all their Rage confound 
By thine almighty Arm. 


4 'Tis thro' the Lord my Heart is ſtrong, 
In him my Lips rejoice ; 
While his Salvation is my Song, 
How chearful is my Voice! 


, Like angry Bees they girt me round; 
When God appears they fly; 

2 So burning Thorns, with crackling Sound, 
Make a fierce Blaze and die. 


6 Jov to the Saints and Peace belongs; 
The Lord protects their Days; 
Let Iſrael tune immortal Songs 
hore, To his Almighty Grace. 


Ps AL CXVIII. Second Part. 17—21. 
a Public Praife for Deliverance from Death. 


ORD, thou haſt heard thy Servant cry, 
And reſcu'd from the Grave ; 
5 Now ſhall he live; (and none can die, 
It God reſolve to ſave.) 


2 Thy Praiſe more conſtant than before, 
Shall fill his daily Breath; 
Tay Hand, that hath chaſtis'd him ſore, 
Detends him ſtill from Death. 


m. Mc Open the Gates of Zion now, 
For we ſhall worſhip there, 
The Houſe where all the Righteous go, 
, Thy Mercy to declare. 
K 2 
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4 Amongſt th' Aſſemblies of thy Saints Help 
Our thankful Voice we raiſe; Salt 
There we have told Thee our Complaints 4 Bleſt | 
And there we ſpeak thy Praiſe. | Wi 
Psaim CxvIII. Third Part. 2223, _— 
G 
Chriſt the Foundation of his Church. | 5 Hoſann 
| 1 EHOLD the ſure Foundation-Stone T The 
1 Which Gop in Zion lays, he hi 
=. To build our heav'nly Hopes upon, Shal 
1 And his eternal Praiſe. Ps. 
C i 2 Choſen of Gop, to Sinners dear, An Hoſar 
And Saints adore the Name, 

They truſt their whole Salvation here, i OFF 
Nor ſhall they ſuffer Shame T} 
g The fooliſh Builders, Scribe and Prieſt, Yet Ge 
Reject it with Diſdain'! In i; 
Yet on this Rock the Church ſhall reſt, 2 The Sc; 
And Envy rage in vain. Rejet 
" 4 What tho' the Gates of Hell withſtood, Yet on 
Yet mult this Building riſe ; As th 
'Tis thy own Work, Almighty Gop, 3 The W. 
And wond'rous in our Eyes. And 
Ps ALM CXVIII. Fourth Part. 24, 2 5, 26, wt 

Hoſannah ; The Lerd's Day; or, Chriſt's Reſurrelis 8 
and our Salvation. . 1 This is 
That 
1 HIS is the Day the Lord has made, Let us r. 
He calls his Hours his own : Let al 
Let Heaven rejoice, let Earth be glad, 5 Hoſanna 
And Praiſe ſurround the Throne. Of Da 
2 To day he roſe and left the Dead, Bleſs hir 
And Satan's Empire fell; Salvati 


To-day the Saints his Triumphs ſpread, 
And all his Wonders tell, 


3 Hoſanna to th' anointed King, 
To David's holy Son: 


23. 
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Help us, O Lord, deſcend and bring 
Salvation from thy Throne, 


4 Bleſt be the Lord who comes to Men 
With Meſſages of Grace; 
Who comes in Gop his Father's Name 
To ſave our ſinful Race. 


s Hoſanna in the higheſt Strains 
The Church on Earth can raiſe ; 
The higheſt Heav'ns which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler Praiſe. 


SAL CXVIII. 22—27. Short Mette. 
4. Hoſanna for the Lord's Day; or, Anew Song of Sal- 
vation by Chriſt, 


i CEE what a living Stone 
The Builders did refuſe ! 
Yet Gov hath built his Church thereon 
In ſpite of envious Jets. 


2 The Scribe and angry Prieſt. 
Reject thine only Son ; 
Yet on this Rock ſhall Zion reſt, 
As the chief Corner-ſtone. 


$ The Work, O Lord, is thine, 
And wond'rous in our Eyes; 
This Day declares it all divine, 
This Day did Feſus riſe, 


4 This 1s the glorious Day 
That our Redeemer made; 
Let us rejoice, and ſing, and pray, 
Let all the Church beglad., - 


5 Hoſanna to the King 
Of Dauid's royal Blood ; 
Bleſs him, ye Saints; he comes to bring 
Salvation from your Gon. 


6 We bleſs thine holy Word, 
Which all this Grace diſplays ; 
And offer on thine Altar, Lord, 
Our Sacrifice of Praiſe. 
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Salvation by Chriſt, 
4 O! what a glorious Corner-Stone 
The Jewiſh Builders did refuſe ; 


But Gop hath built his Church thereon 
In ſpite of Envy, and the Jews. 


2 Great Gop, the Work is all divine, 
The Joy and Wonder of our Eyes: 
This 1s the uy that proves it thine, 
The Day that ſaw our Saviour riſe, 


3 Sinners rejoice, and Saints be glad; 
= Hoſanna, let his Name be bleſt ; 

1 - A thouſand Honours on his Head, 

= With Peace and Light and Glory reſt ! 


4114 God's own Name he comes to bring 
| Salvation to our dying Race ; 

Let the whole Church addreſs their King 
With Hearts of Joy, and Songs of Praiſe. 


PsaLM CXIX. 


I have collected and dijpeſed the moſt uſeful Verſes of this 
Pſalm under eighteen different Heads, and f« a Divine 
Song upon each of them, But the Verſes are much trat 
poſed, to attain ſome degree of Connection. 


In ſome Places, among the Words Law, Commands, 
Judgments, Teſtimonies, I have uſed Goſpel, Wore, 
Grace, Truth, Promiſes, Sc. as more agreeable to itt 
New Teſtament, and the common Language of Chriſtians, 
and it equally anſwers the Deſign of the P almiſt, which 
zas to recommend the Holy Scripture. 


| Palin CXIX. Firſt Part. 
The Bleſſedneſs of Saints, and Miſery of Sinneri. 


Ver. 1+ 2, $- 
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1 LEST are the undefil'd in Heart, 
Whole Ways are right and clean; 


An Hoſanna for the Lord's Day; or, A new ſong of 
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PSALM CXIX. 


Who never from thy Law depart, 
But fly from ev'ry Sin. | 
2 Bleſt are the Men that keep thy Word, 
And practiſe thy Commands; 
With their whole Heart they ſeek the Lord, 
And ſerve Thee with their Hands. 


Ver. 165. 


3 Great is their Peace who love thy Law: 
How firm their Souls abide ; 
Nor can a bold Temptation draw 
Their ſteady Feet aſide. 


Ver. 6. 
4 Then ſhall my Heart have inward Joy, 
And keep my Face from Shame, 
When all thy Statutes I obey 
And honour all thy Name. 


Ver. 21, 116. 
5 But haughty Sinners Gon will hate, 
The Proud ſhall die accurk ! . 
The Sons of Falſhood and Deceit 
Aretrodden to the Duſt. 


Ver. 119, 155- 
6 Vile as the Droſs the Wicked are, 
And thoſe that leave thy Ways 
Shall ſee Salvation from afar, 
But never taſte thy Grace. 


PALM CXIX. Second Part. Common Metre, 
Secret Devotion and Spiritual-Mindedneſs : or, conſtant 


Converſe with GOD. 


Ver. 147, 55. 
10 thee, before the dawning Light, 
My gracious Gop, I pray 
I meditate thy Name by Night, 
And keep thy Law by Day. 
Ver. 81. 


2 My Spirit faints to ſee thy Grace ; 
Thy Promiſe bears me up 
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- And while Salvation long delays, 
Thy Word ſupports my Hope. 


Ver. 164- 


6 Seven. Times a Day I lift my Hands, 
| And pay my Thanks to thee : 
The righteous Providence demands 

Repeated Praiſe from me. 


Ver. 62. 
4 When Midnight-Darkneſs veils the Skies, 
I call thy Works to mind ? 
My Thoughts in warm Devotion riſe, 
And ſweet Acceptance find. 


PsaLu CXIX. Thirg Part. Common Metre, 
Profeſſions of Sincerity, Repentance, and Obedience, 
x Ver, 57, 60. 
1 1212 art my Portion, O my God; 
Soon as I know thy Way, 


My Heart makes Haſte t' obey thy Word, 
And ſuffers no Delay. 


Ver. 30, 14- 

2 I chooſe the Path of heav'nly Truth, 
And glory in my Choice ; 

Not all the Riches of the Earth 
Could make me fo rejoice. 


3 The Teſtimonies of thy Grace, 
- I ſet before my Eyes; 
Thence I derive my daily Strength, 
And there my Comfort lies. 


Ver. 59. 


4 Ifonce I wander from thy Path, 
I think upon thy Ways; 
Then turn my feet to thy Commands, 
And truſt thy pard'ning Grace. 


Ver. 94, 114- 


5 Now I am thine, for ever thine, 
O ſave thy ſervant, Lord | 


1 O 


PSALM cCxlx. 
Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-Place, 
My Hope is inthy Word. 

Ver. 112. 


6 Thou haſt inclin'd this Heart of mine 
Thy Statutes to fulfil; 
And thus till mortal Life ſhall end 
Would I perform thy will. 


psaLM CXIX. Fourth Part. Common Metre; 


Inſtruction from Scripture. 
Ver. 9-- 
1 H ſhall the Young ſecure their Hearts, 
And guard their Lives from Sin ? 
Thy Word the choiceſt Rules imparts, - 
e. To keep the Conſcience clean. 


ce, Ver. 130. 


2 When once it enters to the Mind, - 
It ſpreads ſuch Light abroad, 
The meaneſt Soul Infiruftion find, 
And raiſe therr Thoughts to Gop. - 
Ver. 123. 
3 'Tis like the Sun, a heav'nly Light, 
That guides us all the Day; 


And thro' the Dangers of the Night, 
A Lamp to lead our Way. 


| Ver. 99, 100. - 
4 The Men that keep thy Law-with Care, - 
And meditate thy Word, 
Grow wiſer, thantheir Teachers are, - 
And better know the Lord: 


Ver. 104, 11g. 
5 Thy Precepts make me truly wiſe; 
I hate the Sinner's Road : 


I hate my own vain Thoughts that riſe, . 
F But love thy Law, my Gop. 


: Ver, 89, 9o, Qt. 

5 The ſtarry Heav'ns thy Rule obev, - 

The Earth maintains her Place: 
K 5 
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And theſe thy Servants Night and Day 
Thy Skill and Pow'r expreſs. 


s But ſtill thy Law and Goſpel, Lord, 


Have Leſſons more divine; 


Not Earth ſtands firmer than thy Word, 


Nor Stars ſo nobly ſhine. }] 
Ver. 160, 140, 9, 119. 
8 Thy Word is everlaſting Truth, 
How pure is every Page! 
That holy Book ſhall guide our Youth, 
And well ſupport our Age. 


PSsALM CXIX. Fifth Part. Common Metre, 
Delight in Scripture ; or, the Word of GOD dwelling 


in Us, | 


Ver. 97. 
2 HOW TI love thy holy Law, 
Tis daily my Delight; 
And thence my Meditations draw 
Divine Advice by Night. 
Ver. 148. 
2 My waking Eyes prevent the Day, 
To meditate thy Word : 


My Soul with Longing melts away 
To hear thy Goſpel, Lord. 


Ver. 3, 13, 54. 
3 Hou doth thy Word my Heart engage: 
How well employ my Tongue ! 
And in my tireſome Pilgrimage, 
Yields me a heav'nly Song. 


Ver. 19, 10g. 


4 Am I a Stranger, or at Home, 
- *'Tis my perpetual Feaſt : 
Not Honey dropping from the Comb 
So much allures the Taſte, 


Ver. 72, 227. 


4 No Treaſures ſo enrich the Mind; 
Nor ſhall thy Word be (old 
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For Loads of Silver well refin'd, 
Nor Heaps of choiceſt Gold. 


Ver. 28, 49, 174. 
6 When Nature ſinks, and Spirits droop, 
Thy Promiſes of Grace 
Are Pillars to ſupport my Hope, 
And there I write thy Praiſe. 


Ps ALM CXIX. Sixth Part, Common Metre. 
Holineſs and comfort from the Word, 
Ver. 128. 
1 ORD, I eſteem thy — right, 
And all thy Statutes juſt; 
Thence I maintain a conſtant Fight 
With ev'ry flatt'ring Luſt. 
Ver. 97, 9. 
2 Thy precepts often I ſurvey : 
I keep thy Lav's in Sight, 
Thro' all the Buſineſs of the Day, 
To Form my Actions right. 
Ver. 62. 
3 My Heart in midnight Silence cries, | 
% How ſweet thy Comforts be!“ 
My Thoughts in holy Wonder riſe, | 
And bring their Thanks to thee. | 
Ver. 162, |: 


4 And when my Spirit drinks her Fill, | 

At ſome good Word of thine, | 
Not mighty Men that ſhare the Spoil * 

Have Joys compar'd to mine. | 
PsALM CXIX. Seventh Part. Common Metre. p 
Imperfeftion of Nature, and Perſection of Scripture. | 
Ver. 96. paraphraſed. 
+ | ET all the Heathen Writers join | 

To form one perfect Book, 
Great God, if once compar'd with thine, 
How mean their Writings look ! | 
R 6 
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2 Not the moſt perfeft Rules they gave 
Could ſhew one Sin forgiven 
"Nor lead a Step beyond the Grave: : 
But thine conduct to Heaven. 


3 I've ſeen an End to what we call 
Perfection here below; 
- How ſhort the Pow'rs of Nature fail, 
i And can no farther go! 
1 Let Men would fain be juſt with God, 
of By Works their Hands have wrought ; 


But thy Commands, exceeding broad ; 
Extend to ev*ry Thought. 


9 In vain we boaſt Per fection here, 
While Sin difiles our Frame ; 
And ſinks our Virtues down fo far, 
They ſcarce deſerve the Name. 


6 On Faith and Love, and ev'ry Grace, 
Fall far below thy Word; 
But perfect Truth and Righteouſneſs 
Dwell only with the Lord. 


bl lency and Variety of Scripture. 
| Ver. 111. paraphraſed. 


My laſting Heritage ; 
There ſhall my nobleſt Powers rejoice, 
My warmeſt Thoughts engage. 


2 I'll read the Hift'ries of thy Love, 
And keep thy Laws m Sight, 
While thro? the Promiſes I rove, 
With ever freſh Delight. 


3 'Tis a broad Land of Wealth unknown, 
Where Springs of Life ariſe, 

Seeds of immortal blifs are ſown, 
And hidden Glory lies. 


Ps ALM CXIZ. Eighth Part. Common Metre, 
«The Word of GOD ts the Saint's Portion: or, the Excti- 
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4 The beſt Relief that Mourners have 
It makes our Sorrows'bleſt ; 
Our faireſt Hope beyond the Grave, 
And our eternal Reſt. 


PSALM. CXIX. Ninth Part. Common Metre. 


Defire of Knowledge : or, The Teaching of the Shirit 
fre n 
Ver. 64, -68, 18. 


HY Mercies fill the Earth, O Lord, 
How good thy Works appear ! 
Open mine Eyes to read thy Word, 
And ſee thy Wonders there. 
Ver. 73, 123. 

2 My Heart was faſhion'd by thy Hand, 

My Service is thy due; 
O make thy Servant underſtand 

The Duties he mult do. 


Ver. 19. 


8 Since I'm a Stranger here below, 
* Let not thy Path be hid ; 
Put Mark the Road my Feet ſhould go, 
And be my conſtant Guide. 


Ver. 26. 


When I confeſs'd my wand'ring Ways, 
Thou heard my Soul complain; 
Grant me the Teachings of thy Grace, 

Or J ſhall ſtray again. 


Ver. 33, 34- 
5 Gon to me his Statutes ſhew, 
And heav'uly Truth unpart, 
His Work for ever I'll purſue, 
His Law ſhall rule my Heart. 


Ver. 59, 71. 
6 This was my Comfort when I bore 
Variety of Griet ; 
It made me learn thy Word the more, 
And fly to that Relief. 


PSALM _ CXIX. 
Ver. 51+ 


7 [In vain the Proud deride me now; 
| I'll ne'er forget thy Law; 
Nor let that bleſſed Goſpel go, 
Whence all my Hopes I draw. 


Ver. 27, 171; 
8 When I have learn'd my Father's Will, , 
I'll teach the World his Ways; 
My thankful Lips, inſpir'd with Zeal 
Shall loud pronounce his Praiſe, ] 


4 PsaLm CXIX. Tenth Part. Common Metre, 
bt: Pleading the Promiſes. 
1 Ver. 38, 49. 


I 5 thy waiting Servant, Lord, 
Devoted to thy Fear; 
Remember and confirm thy Word, 
For all my Hopes are there. 


| Ver. 41, 58, 107. 
2 Haſt thou not writ Salvation down, 

9 And promis'd quick'ning Grace ? 

1 Doth not my Heart addreſs thy Throne ? 
a And yet thy Love delays. 


Ver. 133, 42. 


3 Mine Eyes for thy Salvation fail ; 
O bear thy Servant up ! 
Nor let the ſcoffing Lips prevail, 
Who dare reproach my Hope. 


Ver. 49, 74, 
4 Didſt thou not raiſe my Faith, O Lord? 
Then let thy Truth appear : 
Saints ſhall rejoice in my Reward, 
And truſt as well as fear, 


PSALM 


Metre, 
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psALM CXIX, Eleventh Part. Common Metre, 


Breathing after Holineſs, 
Ver. 5, 53 


1 That the Lord would guide my Ways 


To keep his Statutes fill ! 


O that my Gop would grant me Srace 


To know and do his Will ! 
Ver. 29. © 
2 O ſend thy Spirit down to write 
Thy Law upon my Heart ! 
Nor let my Tongue indulge Deceit, 
Nor act the Liar's Part. 


Ver. 37. 
3 Trom Vanity turn off mine Eyes: 
Let no corrupt Deſign 
Nor covetous Deſires ariſe 
Within this Soul of mine. 


Ver. 133. 


4 Order my Footſteps by thy Word, 
And make my Heart fincere; 
Let Sin have no Dominion, Lord, 
And keep my Conſcience clear. 


Ver. 176. 


5 My Soul hath gone too far aſtray 
My Feet too often ſlip; 
Yet hnce I've not forgot thy Way, 
Reſtore thy wand*ring Sheep. 
| Ver. 35+ 


6 Make me to walk in thy Commands, 


'T1s a delightful Road; 


Nor let my Head, or Heart, or Hands, 


Ottend againſt my Gop. 


Breathing after Comfort and Deliverance. 


Y 
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PALM CXIX. Teweljth Part. Common Metre. 


Y \ Y Gon, conſider my Diſtreſs, 
Let Mercy plead my Cauſe ; 


224 PSALM CXIX. 
Tho? I have ſin'd againſt thy Grace, 


I can't forget thy Laws. My Con 
Ver. 39, 116. 
2. Forbid, forbid the ſharp Reproach, mile $ 
Which I ſo juſtly fear; 4 wm 8 
Uphold my Life, uphold my Hopes, E ot 
Nor let my Shame appear, b Ic 
Ver. 122, 135. 
Be thou a Surety, Lord, for me ;. 
p Nor let the Proud oppreſs ; 5 os 
But make thy waiting Servant ſee - — 1 
The Shinings of thy Face. * a 
Ver. * . 
4 Mine Eyes with ExpeQation fail: 
My Heart within me cries, b * Joy 
„ When will the Lord his Truth fulfil, . While a 
„And make my Comforts riſe ?”” * 4 
Ver. 192. | 
3 Lock down os my Sorrows, Lord, In 
And ſhew thy Grace the ſame, . Bene / 


As thou art ever wont t' afford 
To thoſe that. love thy Name, 


Psairm CXIX, Thirteenth Part. Common Metre, 


Holy Fear and Tenderneſs of Conſcience, 


Ver. 10. 


1 'Y \ IIA my holy Heart I've ſought thy Face 
O let me never ſtray 


From thy Commands, O Gov of Grace, 
Nor trade the Sinners Way. 


Ver. 11. 
2 Thy Word I've hid within my Heart 3 This is 
To keep my Conſcience clean, Whe 
And be an everlaſting Guard I read: 
From ev'ry riling Sin. And 
Ver. 63, 33, 1:8. 
3 I'm a Companion of the Saints 4 Had nc 


Who fear and love the Lord; Whe 


- 


PSALM CXIX. 


My Sorrows riſe, my Nature faints, 
When Men tranſgreſs thy Word. 


Ver. 161, 163. 
4 While Sinners do thy Goſpel wrong, 
My Spirit ſtands in Awe ; 
My Soul abhors a lying Tongue, 
But loves thy righteous Law. 


Ver. 161, 120. | 
5 My Heart with ſacred Rev'rence hears 
The Threat'nings of thy Word ; 
My Fleſh with holy Trembling fears 
The Judgments of the Lord. 


Ver. 166. 174. 
6 My Gop, I long, I hope, I wait 
For thy Salvation ſtil] ; 
While thy whole Law is my Delight, 
And I obey thy Will, 


PSALM CXIX. Fourteenth Part. Common Metre, 
Benefit of Affliftions, and Support under them, 


Ver. 153, 81, 82. 


i E Onſider all my Sorrows, Lord, 
| Metre, And thy Deliv'rance ſend ; 
My ſoul for thy Salvation faints, 
When will my Troubles end ? 


Ver. 71. 


2 Yet I have found *tis good for me 
To bear my Father's Rod ; 
Afflictions make me learn thy Law, 
And live upon my Gop. | 


hy Face 


Ver. 50. 


3 This is the Comfort I enjoy 
When new Diſtreſs begins; 
I read thy Word, I run thy Way, 
And hate my former Sins, 


Ver. 92. 


4 Had not thy Word been my Delight 
When earthly Joys were fled, 
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My Soul, oppreſt with Sorrow's Wei 
Had ſunk amongſt the Dead. E 


Ver. 736. | 
6 I know thy Judgments, Lord, are right, 
Tho' they may ſeem ſevere ; 
The Sharpeſt Suff'rings I endure 
Flow from thy faithful Care. 


Ver. 67. 
6 Before I knew thy chaſt'ning Rod 
My Feet were apt to ſtray 
But now I learn to keep thy Word, 
Nor wander from thy Way, 


PST CXIX. Fifteenth Part. Common Metre, 
| Holy Reſolution. 
Ver. q3. 


1 O That thy Statutes ev'ry Hour 
Might dwell upon my Mind! 
Thence 1 derive a quick'ning Pow'r, 
And daily Peace I find. 


Ver. 15, 16. 
2 To meditate thy Precepts, Lord, 
Shall be my ſweet Employ ; 
My Soul ſhall ne'er forget thy Word ; 
Thy Word is all my Joy. 
Ver. 32. 


3 How would I run in thy Commands; 
If thou my Heart diſcharge 
From Sin and Satan's hateful Chains, 
And let my Feet at large? 


Ver. 13, 46. 


4 My Lips with Courage ſhall declare 
Thy Statutes and thy Name ; 
I'll ſpeak thy Word tho' Kings ſhould hear, 
Nor yield to ſinful Shame, 


Ver. 61, bg, 70. 
5 Let Bands of Perſecutors riſe 
To rob me of my Right, 
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be. let pride and Malice forget their Lies, 
Thy Law is my Delight. 
bt, Ver. 115, 
Depart from me, ye wicked Race, 


Whoſe Hands and Hearts are ill: 
[love my God, I love his Ways, 
And muſt obey his Will. 


Pzarm CXIX. Sixteenth Part. Common Metre. 
Prayer for quickeming Grace, 
Ver. 25, 37. 
Y Soul lies —_ to the Duſt ; 
n Metre, Lord, give me Life divine: 
From vain Deſires, and ev'ry Luſt 
Turn off theſe Eyes of mine. 


I need the Influence of thy Grace 
To ſpeed me in thy Way 
Leſt I ſhould loiter in my Race, 
Or turn my Feet aſtray. 


Ver. 105. | 
3 When ſore Afflictions Preſs me down, 
I need thy quick'ning Pow'rs ; 
Thy Word that I have reſted on 
Shall help my heavieſt Hours. 
Ver. 155, 40, 
4 Are not thy Mercies ſov'reiga ſtill, 
And thou a faithful GOD? 
Will thou not grant me warmer Zeal 
To run the heav'nly Road. | 


Ver. 159, 40. 


5 Does not my Heart thy Precepts love, 
And long to fee thy Face? 
And yet how flow my Spirits move 
Without enliv'ning Grace. 


Ver. 93. 


b Then ſhall I love thy Goſpel more, 
And ne'er forget thy Word, 
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When I have felt its quick'ning Pow'r 1 
To draw me near the Lord. - 22 
PALM CXIX. Seventeenth Part. Long Metre, 333 
Courage and Perſeverance under Perſecution : or, Gr, Or Meſte 
ſhining in Difficulties and Trials, Lead 
Tn) 


Ver. 143, 28. Thy Spiri 
1 er Pain and Anguiſh ſeize me, Lord, Teach me 
All my Support is from thy Word: And guar 

My Soul diſſolves for Heavineſs, 
Uphold me with thy Strength'ning Grace. 


6 Then all 


Ver. 51, 69, 110. At my Sa 


2 The Proud have fram'd their Scoffs and Lies, For I ha) 
They watch my Feet with envious Eyes, And mai 
And tempt my Soul to Snares and Sin, 1 


Yet thy Commands I ne'er decline. 


Ver. 161, 78. 
3 They hate me, Lord, without a Cauſe, 


Complaint of 


i FPHO 


They hate to ſee me love thy Laws; Pit 
But I will truſt and fear thy Name, When 
Till Pride and Malice die with Shame. Fron 
PSALM CXIX, Laſt, Part. Long Metre, 2 Hard 1 

8 oY , | A 
Sanctiſied ANictions; or, Delight in the Word of COD a 
Ver. 67, 59 My 

1 ATHER, I bleſs thy gentle Hand; 0 

How kind was thy chaſtizing Rod, 0 — 
That forc'd my Conſcience to a Stand, 1 90 i 

And brought my wand'ring Soul to Gop | N A 
2 Fooliſh and vain I went aſtray ; . 
*Ere I had felt thy Scourges, Lord, : 3 
0 
I left my Guide, and loſt my Way; "PRs 
But now I love and keep thy Word. Th 
| Ver. 71. | Maw 
3 *Tis good for me to wear the Yoke, : Ar 
For Pride is apt to riſe and ſwell ; W ha 
Tis good to bear my Father's ſtroke, C 


That I might learn his Statutes well. 


PSALM CXX. 
Ver. 72. 


. The Law that iſſues from thy Mouth 
Shall raiſe my cheerful Paſſions more 
ng Metre, Than all the Treaſures of the South, 
ion : or, Gr, Or Meſtern Hills of golden Ore. 


b Ver. 73. 

; Thy Hands have made my Mortal Frame, 
Thy Spirit form'd my Soul within ; 
Teach me to know thy wondrous Name, 
And guard me ſafe from Death and Sin. 


Ver. 74. 
6 Then all that love and fear the Lord 
At my Salvation ſhall rejoice ; 
For I have hoped in thy Word, 
And made thy grace my only Choice. 


PSALM. CXX. Common Metre. 


Complaint of quarrelſome Neighbours : or, A devout Wiſh 


for Peace. 


, i FPHOU Gop of Love, thou ever bleſt, 
Pity my ſuffering State; 
When will thou ſet my ſoul at Reſt 
From Lips that love Deceit ? 


Metre, 2 Hard Lot of mine ! my days are Caſt 
rd of GOD" Among the Sons of Strife 
Whoſe never ceaſing Brawlings waſte 
My golden Hours of Life. 


3 O might I fly to change my Place, 
How would I chuſe to dwell 
1 In ſome Wide loneſome Wilderneſs, 
And leave theſe Gates of Hell! 


4 Peace is the Bleſſing that I ſeek, 
How lovely are its Charms! 
Iam for Peace; but when I ſpeak, 
They all declare for Arms. 


5 New Paſſions {till their Souls engage, 
And keep their Malice ſtrong : 
Wat ſhall be done to curb thy Rage, 
O thou deyouring Tongue! 
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6 Should burning Arrows ſmite thee thro! 
Strict Juſtice would approve ; 
But I had rather ſpare my Foe, 
And melt his Heart with Love. 


Ps ALM CXXI. Long Metre, 
Divine Protection. 


1 n to the Hills I lift mine Eyes, 
Th? eternal Hills beyond the Skies; 
Thence all her Help my Soul derives ; 
There my Almighty Refuge lives. 


2 He lives: the everlaſting Gop 
That built the World, that ſpread the Flood; 
The Heav*ns with all their Hoſts he made, 
And the Dark Regions of the Dead. 


3 He guides our Feet, he guards our Way; 
His Morning Smiles bleſs all the Day ; 
He ſpreads the Ev'ning Veil, and keeps 
The ſilent Hours while rael ſleeps. 


4 HVrael, a Name divinely bleſt, 
May riſe ſecure, ſecurely reſt ; 
Thy holy Guardian's wakeful Eyes 
Admit no Slumber nor Surprize. 


5 No Sun ſhall ſmite thy Head by Day, 
Nor the pale Moon with ſickly Ray 
Shall blaſt thy Couch ; no baleful Star 
Dart his malignant Fire from far. , 


6 Should Earth and Hell with Malice burn 
Still thou ſhalt go, and ſtill return 
Safe in the Lord! his heav'nly Care 
Defends thy Life from ev'ry Snare. 


7 On thee foul Spirits have no Power, 
And in thy laſt departing Hour 
Angels that trace the airy Road, 

Shall bear thee homeward to thy Gos. 
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Ps ALM CXXI. Common Metre. 
Preſervation by Day and Night. 


TO Heav'n I lift my waiting Eyes, 
1 There all my Hopes are laid ; 
The Lord who built the Earth and fkies 
Is my perpetual Aid. 


Their Feet ſhall never ſlide nor fall, 
Whom he defigns to keep; 
His Ear attends the ſofteſt Call; 
His Eyes can never fleep. 


5 He will ſuſtain our weakeſt Pow'rs 
With his Almighty Arm, 
And watch our moſt unguarded Hours 
Againſt ſurprizing Harm. | 


fuel rejoice, and reſt ſecure, 
Thy Keeper is the Lord; 
His wakeful Eyes employ his Pow'r 
For thine Eternal Guard. 


5 Nor ſcorching Sun, nor Sickly Moon 
Shall have his Leave to {mite ; 
He ſhiclds thy Head from burning Noon, 
From blaſting Damps at Night. | 


9 He guards thy Soul, he keeps thy Breath, 
Where thickeſt Dangers come; 
Go and return, ſecure from Death 
Till God commands thee home. 


PsALu CXXI. As the 148th Pſalm, 
GOD our Preſerver. 


I PWARD I lift mine Eyes, 
From Gov is all my Aid: 
Ine God that built the Skies, 

And Earth and Nature made; 


God is the Tow'r 
To which 1 fly ; 

His Grace 1s nigh 
In ev'ry Hour. 
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2 My Feet ſhall never ſlide, 
Or fall in fatal Snares, 
Since God my Guard and Guide 
Defends me from my Fears, 


Thoſe wakeſul Eyes 
That never ſleep, 
Shall Iſrael keep 
When Dangers riſe, 

3 No burning Heats by Day, 
Nor Blaſts of Ev'ning Air 
Shall take my Health away, 
If Gop be with me there; 


Thou art my Sun, 
And thou my Shade, 
To guard my Head 
By Night or Noon. 


4 Haſt thou not giv'n thy Word 
To ſave my Soul from Death ? 
And I can truſt my Lord 
To keep my mortal Breath; 


I'll go and come, 
Nor fear to die, 

Till from on high 
Thou call me Home. 


PsaLm CXXII. Common Metre, 
Going to Church. 


1 H did my Heart rejoice to hear 
My Friends devoutly ſay, 
In Zion let us all appear. 
And keepthe ſolemn Day ? 


2 I love her Gates, I love the Road ; 
The Church adorn'd with Grace, 
Stands like a Palace built for Goo 
To ſhew his milder Face. 


3. Up to her Courts with Joys unknown 
The holy Tribes repair ; 
The Son of David holds his Throne, 
And fits in Judgment there, 
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PSALM CXXII. 


lie hears. our Praiſes and Complaints } 
And while his awful Voice 
Divides the Sinners from the Saints, 
We tremble and rejoice, 


; Peace be within this ſacred Place, 
And Joy a conſtant GueR ! | 
With holy Gifts and heav'nly Grace 
By her Attendants bleſt ! 


6 My Soul ſhall pray for Zion ſtill, 
While Life or Breath remains.: 


There my beſt Friends, my Kindred dwell, _ 


There Gop my Saviour reigns, 
PsaLm CXXII. Proper Tune, 
Going to Church. 


1 H pleas'd and bleſt was I, — ö 


To hear the People cry 
Come, let us ſeek our GOD to-day : 
Yes, with a chearful Zeal 
We haſte to Zion's Hill, 
nd there our Vows and Honours pay. 


2 Zion, thrice happy Place 
Adorn'd with wond'rous Grace, 

And Walls of Strength embrace thee round: 
In thee our Tribes appear 
To pray, and praiſe, and hear 

The ſacred Goſpel's joy ful Sound. 


$ There David's greater Son 
Has fix'd his Royal Throne, 

He its tor Grace and Judgment there: 
He bids the Saint be glad, 
He makes the Sinner ſad, 

And humble Souls rejoice with Fear 


4 May peace attend thy Gate, 
And Joy within thee wait 
To bleſs the Soul of ev'ry Gueft: 
Ihe Man that ſeeks thy Peace, 
And wiſhes thine Increaſe, 
Atheuſang Bleſſings on him reſt! 
L 
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5 My Tongue repeats her Vows, - 
Peace to this ſacred Houſe : | 

For there my Friends and Kindred dwell ; 
And ſince my glorious Gop Name 
Makes thee his bleſt Abode, 

My Soul ſhall ever love thee well. 


Repeat the 4th Stanza to complete the Tune. 


PSALM CXXIII. 
Pleading with Submrffron. 


2 Thou Whoſe Grace and Juſtice reign 
, Enthron'd above the Skies, 
To thee dur Hearts would tell their Pain, 
To thee we lift our Eyes. 


2 As Servants watch their Maſter's Hand, 
And fear the angry Stroke; 
Or Maids before their Miſtreſs ſtand, 
And wait a peaceful Look. 


3 So for our Sins we juſtly feel 
Thy Diſcipline, O Gop 

Yet wait the gracious Moment ſtill 
Till thou remave my Rod, 


4 Thofe that in Wealth and Pleaſure live, 
Our daily Groans deride, _ 

And thy Delays of Mercy give 
Freſh Courage to their Pride, 


5 Our Foes inſult us, but our Hope 
In thy Compaſſion lies; | 
This Thought ſhall bear our Spirits up, 
That Gop will not deſpiſe, h 


Psaru CXXIV. 
A Song for the Fifth of November, 


1 AD not the Lord, may el ſay, 
Had not the Lord maintain'd our Side; 

When Men to make our Lives a Prey, 

Roſe like the Swelling of the Tide; 


To d 
Divine | 
The! 
| 4 Deal get 

And! 
To the b 
Where 


; 


ö 
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4 The ſwelling Tide had opt our Breath, 
So fiercely did the Waters roll, 
We had been ſwallow'd deep in Death; 
Proud Waters had o'erwhelm'd our Soul. 


g We leap for Joy, we ſhout and ſing, 
Who juſt eſcap'd the fatal Stroke: 
So flies the Bird with chearful Wing, 
When once the Fowler's Snare is broke. 


y 4 For ever bleſſed be the Lord, 
Who broke the Fowler's curfed Snare, 
Wro ſav'd us from the murd'ring Sword, 
And made our Lives and Souls his Care. 


5 Our Help is in Fehovah's Name, 
Who form'd the Earth, and built the Skies; 
He that upholds that won'drous Frame, 
Guards his own Church with watchful Eyes. 


PsALM CXXV. Common Metre. 
The Saints Trial and Safety, 


1 NSHAKEN as the ſacred Hill, 
And firm as Mountains be, 
Firm as a Rock the Soul ſhall reſt 
That leans, O Lord, on 'Thee. 


2 Not Walls nor Hills, could guard ſo well, 
Old Salem's happy Ground, 
As thoſe eternal Arms of Love 
That ev'ry Saint ſurround. 


3 While Tyrants are a ſmarting Scourge 
To drive them near to Gon, 
Divine Compaſſion does allay 
The fury of the Rod. 


4 Deal gently, Lord, with Souls ſincere, 
And lead them ſafely on 7 
To the bright Gates of Paradiſe, 
1 Where Chriſt their Lord is gone. 


| 5 But if we trace thoſe crooked Ways 
+ That the old Serpent drew, 
| - 14S 


236 PSALM CXXVI. 


The Wrath that drove him firſt to Hell 
Shall ſmite his followers too. 


Pz8aL.M. CXXVI. Short Metre. 8 Wh 
The Saints Trial and Safety ; or, Moderated Afiiftiong, K. >, 
1 LIRM and unmoy'd are they Her 
| That reſt their Souls on Go ; 4 The 
Firm as the Mount where David dwelt | His | 
Or where the Ark abode. Will 
2 As Mountains ſtood to guard Aw 
The City's ſacred Ground, wy. 
Sq God and his Almighty Love The 
Embrace his Saints around. #e 
What though a Father's Rod 
6 Drop a chaſtizing Stroke, . V 
Yet leſt it wound their Souls too deep, My 1 
Its Fury ſhall be broke. Th 
4 Deal gently, Lord, wich thoſe | 2 The 
Whoſe Faith and pious Fear, | An 
Whoſe Hope and Love, and ev'ry Grace My 1 
Proclaim their Heart ſincere. | An 
5 Nor ſhall the Tyrant's Rage 3 Great 
Too long oppreſs the Saint; | An 
The Cop of Jfrael will ſupport | Great 
His Children, leſt they taint. | An 
6 But if our laviſh Fear, 4 The 1 
Will chuſe the Road to Hell, Can 
We muit expect our Portion there, Make 
Where bolder Sinners dwell. | To 
PALM CXXVI. Long Metre, = 5 Let th; 
_ f | Till 
| Surprizing Deliverance, | They | 
3 HEN Goo reftor'd our captive State And 
Joy was our Song, and Grace our Thin Tho; 8 


That Grace beyond our Hopes ſo great, 
That Joy appear'd a painted Dream, 

s The Scoffer ons thy Hand, and pays 
Uawilling Honours to thy Name; 


PSALM CXXIV. 


While we with Pleaſure ſhout thy Praiſe, 
With chearful Notes thy Love proclaim. 


When we review our diſmal Fears, 
ws 'Twas hard to think they vaniſh'd ſo ; 
Wfiectzong, With Gop we left our flowing Tears, 
He makes our Joys like Rivers flow. 


4 The Man that in his furrgw'd Field, 
His ſcatter'd Seed with Sadneſs leaves, 
Will ſhout to ſee the Harveſt yield 
A welcome Load of joyful Sheaves. 


Psatm CXXVI. Common Metre. 
The Joy of a remarkable Converſion ; or, Melancholy 


removed. 


4 Wwe Gop reveal'd his gracious Name, 
And chang'd my mournful State 
My Rapture ſeem'd a pleaſing Dream, 
The Grace appear'd ſo great. 


2 The World beheld the glorious Change, 
And did thy Hand confeſs ; 
My Tongue broke outin unknown Strains, 
And ſung ſurprizing Grace. 


9 Great is the Work, my neighbours cry'd, 
And own'd the Pow'r divine ; 
Great is the Work, my Heart reply'd ; 
And be the Glory thine. 


4 The Lord can clear the darkeſt Skies, 
Can give us Day for Night; 
Make Drops of ſacred Sorrow riſe, 
To Riversof Delight. 


5 Let thoſe that ſow in Sadneſs wait 
Till the faireſt Harveſt come, 
They ſhall confeſs their Sheaves are great, 


ace 


re. 


e State And ſhout the Bleſſings home. | | 


6 Tho' Seed lye buried long in Duſt, 
It ſhan't deceive their Hope 
The precious Grain can ne'er be loſt; 
For Grace inſures the Crop. 


1 3 
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PsAtrM CXXVII. Long Metre, 


The Bleſſing of GOD on the Bufinef and Comforts of Life 


1 TF Gop ſucceed not, all the Coſt 


And Pains to build the Houſe are loſt z 


If God the City will not keep, 


The watchful Guards as well may ſleep. 


2 What tho? you riſe before the Sun, 


And work and toil when Day is done, 


Careful and ſparing eat your Bread, 
To ſhun that Poverty you dread. 


3 'Tis all in vain, till Gop hath bleſt; 
He can make rich, yet give us Reſt: 
Childrenand Friends are Bleſſings too, 
If God, our Sov*reign make them fo. 


4 Happy the Man to whom he ſends 
Obedient Children, faithful Friends: 
How ſweet our daily Comforts prove 


When they are ſeaſon'd with his Love! 
PSALN C XXVII. Common Metre, 


Cod all in all. 


3 F Gop to build the Houſe deny, 
The Builders work in vain; 
And Towns without his wakeful Eye, 
An uſeleſs Watch maintain. 


2 Before the Morning-Beams ariſe, 
Vour painful Work renew, 
And till che Stars aſcend the Skies 
Your tireſome Toil purlue. 


3 Short be your Sleep, and coarſe your Fare, 


In vain, till Gov has bleſt 
But if his Smiles attend your Care: 
You ſhall have Food and Reſt; 


4 Nor Children, Relatives, nor Friends 
Shall real Bleſſings prove, 

Nor all the earthly Joys he ſends, 
If ſent without his Love. 


1 


ts of Life. 


by © 


e. 


are, 


PSALM CXxxVIII. CXXIX. 
PS AL CXXVIII. 
Family Bl:fengs. 
H Man whoſe Soul, is fill'd 
1 () appy J 


Wit Zeal and reverend Awe! 
His Lips to God their Honours yield, 
His Life adorns the Law. 


2 A careful Providence ſhall ſtand 
And ever guard thy Head, 
Shall on the Labours of thine Hand 
Its kindly Bleflings ſhed. 


o Thy Wife ſhall be a fruitful Vine; 

Thy Children round my Board, 

Each like a Plant of 'Honour ſhine, 
And learn to fearthe Lord, 


5 The Lord ſhall thy beſt Hepes fulfi! 
tor Months and Years to come ; 
Je Lord who dwells on Zion's 14:1 
Shall ſend the Bleſſings home. 
r Thisis the Man whoſe happy Eyes 
Shail ſee his Houſe increaſe, 
Sball ſee the ſinking Church ariſe, 
Then leave the World in Peace. 


Psatm CXXIX, 


Per fecutor s Pumjacd. 


{ 85 from my Youth, may Mrael ſay, 
Have I been nurs'd in Tears; 
My Criefs were eonftant as the Day, 
And tedious as the Vears. 
2 Up from my Youth I borethe Rage 
Ot all the Sous of Strife; 
Oft they aſſail'd my riper Age, 
But not deſtroy'd my Life. 


3 Their cruel Plough bad torn my Fleſh, 

With Furrows long and deep, 
Eourly they vex'd my Wounds afreſh 
dior let my Sorto ws aſleep. 
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4 The Lord grew angry on his Throne, 
And with impartial Eye, 

Meaſur'd the Miſchiefs they had done, 

Then let his Arrows fly. 


5 How was their Inſolence furpriz'd, 
To hear his Thunders roll ! 

And all the Foes of Siva ſeiz'd 
With Horror to the Soul, 


6 Thus ſhall the Men that hate the Saints, 
Be blaſted from the Sky; 

Their Glory fades, their Courage faints, 
And all their Projects die. 


7 | What tho? they flouriſh tall and fair, 
They have no Root beneath; 

Their Growth ſhall periſh in Deſpair 
Aud lie deipis'd in Death.] 

3 {So corn that on the Houſe- top ſtands, 
No hope of Hatveſt gives; 

The Reaper ne'er ſhall fill his Hands, 
Nor #:nder fold the Sheaves. 


9 It ſprings and withers on the Place 
No traveller beftows 

A Word of Bleſing on the Graſs, 
Nor minds it as he goes. | 


P:atv4 CXXX. Common Metre. 


2 UT of che Deeps of long Diſtreſs 
The Borders ot Deſpair, 
1 ſent my Criesfo ſeek thy Grace, 
My Groans to move thine Ear. 


2 Great Cop, ſhould thy ſeverer Eye, 
And thine impartial Hand, 

Mark and revenge Iniquity, 
No mortal Fleſh could ſtand. 


But there are Pardons with my Gop 
For Crimes of high Degree; 
Thy Son has bought them with his Blood 


To draw us near to Thec. 


PSALM cxxx, 


4 [1 wait for thy Salvation, Lord, 
With ſtrong Deſires I Wait; 
My ſoul, invited by thy Word 
Stands watching at thy Gate. ] 


5 [Juſt as the Guards that keep the Night 
Long lor the Morninz-Skies, 
Watch the firſt Beams of breaking Light 
And mect them with their Eyes. 


6 So waits my Soul to fee thy Grace, 
And more intent than they, 

Meets the firſt Op'ning of thy Face, 
Aud finds a brighter Day.] 


; [Then in the Lord let 1/ract truſt, 
Let 1/racl ſeek his Face; 
The Lord is good as well as juſt, 
And Plenteous in his Grace. 


8 There's full Redemption at his Throne 
For Sinners long enſlay'd ; 
The great Redeemer is his Son; 


And Iſrael thall be ſav'd.] 
PSALN CXXX. Long Metre. 
Pardoning Grace. - 


1 PRO deep Diſtreſs and troubled Thoughts 
To Thee, my Goo, I rais'd my Crics ; 


It thou ſeverely mark our Faults, 
No Fleſh cau ſtand before thine Eyes. 


2 But thou haſt built thy Throne of Grece 
Free to diſpenſe thy Pardons there, 
That Sinners may approach thy Face, 
Aud hope, and love, as well as fear, 

3 As the benighted Pilgrims wait, 
And long and with for breaking Day 
So waits my Soul before thy Gate; 
When will my Cop his Face diſplay ? 


4 My truſt 15fix'd upon thy Word, 
Nor Mall I truſt thy Word in vain; 
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| Let mourning Souls addreſs the Lord, 
| And find rchief from all their Pain. 
| 


Great is his Love, and large his Grace, 
= Thro' the Redemption of his Son ; 
| 1 He turns our Feet from ſinful Ways, 
£8 And pardons what our Hands have done, 


1 
= | PS ALM CXXXI. 
Humility and Submiſſion, 


1 TSthere Ambition in my Heart? 
Search, gracious Gov, and ſee ; 
Or do I act a haughty Part? 
Lord, I appeal to thee. 


| 
| 
| 
| s I charge my Thought, be humble ſtiſl, 
WE. | | And all my Carriage mild, 
Content, my Father, with thy Will, 
And quiet as a Child. 
3 The patient Soul, the lowly Mind 
Shall have a large Reward : 
Let Saints in Sorrow lie reſign'd, 


And truſt a faithful Lord. 
PALM CXXXII. 3, 13—18. Long Metre, 


As the Settlement of a Church ; or, The Ordination of ; 
| Miniſter, 
A HERE hall we go to ſeek and find 
An Habitation for our Gop, 


A Dwelling for th' eternal Mind 
Amongit the Sons of Fleſh and Blood ? 


2 The Gos of Fucod choſe the Hill 
Of Zion for his ancient Reſt ; 
And £ion is his Dwelling ſtill 


— — — — 
— —, —— —— 


His Church is with his Preſence bleſt. | 4 Ari 
„% Here will I fox my gracious Throne, | £ 
And reign for ever, faith the Lord, _ 


Here ſhall my Pow'r add Love be known, | 
And bleſſings hall attend my Word. | 


Ie, 


' Metre, 


ination of 4 


nd 


PSALM .CXXXI1. 


Here will I meet the hungry Poor, 
And fill their ſouls with living Bread 
Sinners that wait before my Door 
With ſweet Proviſions ſhall be fed. 


5 Girded with Truth, and cloath'd with Grace, 
My Prieſts my Miniſters ſhall ſhine ; 
Not Aaron in his coſtly Dreſs, 
Made an appearance ſo divine. 


6 The Saints unable to contain 
Their inward Joys, ſhall ſhout and ling 
The Son of David, here ſhall reign, 
And Zion triumph in her King. 


” | 7efus ſhall ſee a num'rous Seed 
Born here, t' uphold his glorious Name; 
His Crown ſhall flouriſh on his Head 
While all his Foes are cloath'd with Shame.“ ] 


pearn CXXXII. 4, 5, 7, 8, 15—17. Com. Mera 
A Church eſtabliſhed. 


3 N? Sleep nor Slumber to his Eyes 
1 Good Dawd would afford, 
Ii he had found below the Skies 
A Delling for the Lord. 


2 The Lord in Zion plac'd his Name, 
His Ark was ſettled there: 
To Aion the whole Nation came, 
To worſhip thrice a Year. 


3 But we have no ſuch Lengths to go, 
Nor wander far abroad ; 

 Where'er thy Saints aſſemble now 
There is a houſe for Gop. ] 


PAUSE. 


4 Ariſe, O King of Grace, ariſe, 
And enter to thy Reſt, 
Lo ! thy Church waits with longing Eyes 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt. 
L 6 
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5 Enter with all thy glorious Train, 
Thy Spirit and thy Word ; 
All that the Ark did once contain 
Could no ſuch Grace afford. 


6 Here, mighty Go, accept our Vows, 
Here let thy Praiſe be ſpread ; 
Bleſs the Proviſions of thy Houſe, 
And fill thy Poor with Bread, 


7 Here let the Son of Darid reign, 

1 Let Gon's Anointed ſhine; 

Juſtice and Truth his Court maintain 
With Love and Pow'r divine. 


$ Here let him hold a laſting Throne, 
And as his Kingdom grows, 
Freſh Honours ſhall adorn his Crown, 
And Shame confound his Foes. 


[ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Psatm CXXXIII. Common Metre. 
Brotherly Love. 


2 O, what an entertaining Sight 
: Are Brethren that agree, 
Brethren, whoſe chearful Hearts unite 
In Bands of Piety ? 


2 When ſtreams of Love from Chr i] the Spring 
Deſcend to ev'ry Soul, 
And heav*nly Peace with balmy Wing 
nades and bedews the whole: 


2 is like the Oil divinely ſweet 
On Aaron's rev'rend Head, 
And trickling Drops perfum'd his Feet, 
And o'er his Garments ſpread, 


Tis pleaſant as the Morning Dews 
That fall on Sion's Hill, 

Where Gop his mildeſt Glory ſhews, 

And makes his Grace diſtil. 
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PSAL& CXXXIII. Short Metre. 


Communion of Saints; or, Love and Worſhip in a Family 


i DLEST are the Sons of Peace, 
Whoſe Hearts and Hopes are one, 
Whoſe kind Deſigns to ſerve and pleaſe 

Through all their Actions run. 


2 Bleſt is the pious Houſe 
Where Zeal and Friendſhip meet, 
Their Songs of Praiſe, their mingled Vows 
Make their Communion ſweet, 7 


Ihus when on Aaron's Head 
They pour'd the rich Perfume, 
The Oil thro? all his Raiment ſpread, 
And Pleaſure fill'd the Room. 


4 Thus on the heav'nly Hills 
The Saints are bleſt above,. 
Where Joy like Morning Dew diſtils, 
And all the Air is Love. 


PS LM CXXXIII. As the 122d Pfalm. 


The Bl:ſings of Friendſhip. 


1 H pleaſant 'tis to ſee 
Kindred and Friends agree, 
Each in their proper Stations move, 
And each fulfil their Part 
Wich ſympathizing Heart, 
ln all the Cares of Life and Love ! 
2 lis like the Ointment ſhed 
On Aaron's ſacred Head, 
Divinely rich, divinely ſweet 
The Oil thro? all the Room 


Diffus'd a-choice Perfume, 
Ran thro? his Robes, and bleſt his Feet, 


3 Like fruitful Show'rs of Rain 
That water all the Plain, 
Deſcending from the neighb'ring Hille; 
Such Streams of Pleaſure roll, 


PSALM CXXXIV. cxXXV. 


5 


Thro' every friendly Soul, He g 

Where Love like heav'nly Dew diſtils. And 

Repeat the firſt Stanza to complete the Tune. 6 Bleſs 

ral CXXXIV — 

Daily and Nightly Devotion, His ( 

1 E that obey th' Immortal King, | 

Attend-his holy Place, 

Bow to the Glories of his Pow'r, The Wo: 

And bleſs his wondrous Grace. 

2 Lift up your Hands by Morning Light 

And ſend your Souls on high; _ : 6 

Raiſe your admiring Thoughts by Night Wha: 

Above the ſtarry Sky. | Or H 

2 The Gon of Zion chears our Hearts 1 

With Rays of quick'ning Grace; " The” 

The God that ſpreads the Heav'ns abroad, I; 
And rules the ſwelling Seas. | An 

Ps ALM CXXXV. 1—4. 14, 1921, Firſt Part, 3 Ter 

Long Metre. 0 

The Church is GOD's Houſe and Care. Fell 

1 RAISE ye the Lord, exalt his Name, 2 Wha 

| While in his holy Courts ye wait, He il; 

Ye ſaints, that to his Houſe belong, : Toy 

Or ſtand attending at his Gate. No n 

5 His! 


2 Praiſe ye the Lord; the Lord is good; 
To praife his Name 1s ſweet Employ : had 
Iſrael he choſe of old, and ſtill 
His Church 1s his peculiar Joy. 


3 The Lord himſelf will judge his Saints ; 
He treats his Servants as his Friends ; 
And when he hears their ſore Complaints, . 
Repents the Sorrows that he ſends. 


4 Thro, ev'ry Age the Lord declares 
His Fame, and breaks th' Oppteſſor's Rod 5 


v. PSALM CXXXV. 


He gives his fuff'ring Servants Reſt, 
And will be known Tk” Almighty GOD, 


6 Bleſs ye the Lord, who taſte his Love, 
People and Prieſt exalt his Name ; 
Amongſt his Saints he ever dwells : 
His Church is his Jeruſalem. 


Psatm CXXXV. 5—12. Second Part. 


The Works of Creation, Providence, Redemption of - 1ſrax1 
and deſtruct ion of Enemies. 


1 REAT is the Lord, exalted high 
Above all Pow'rs, and ev'ry Throne: 


it Whate'er he pleas'd in Earth or Sea, 
Or Heaven or Hell, his Hand hath done. 
2 At his Command the Vapours riſe, 
4 The Lightnings flaſh, the Thunders roar; 
ad, 


He pours the Rain, he brings the Wind, 
And Tempeſts from his airy Store. 


Firjt Part, 3 'Twas he thoſe dreadful Tokens ſent, 
O Egypt, thro' thy ſtubborn Land; 
When all thy firſt-born, Beaſts and Men, 
re. Fell dead by his avenging Hand. 


2 What mighty Nations, mighty Kings 

| He ſlew, and their whole Country gave 
| Io JIfracl, whom his Hand redeem'd, 
No more to be proud Pharoah's Slave, 


5 His Power the ſame, the ſame his Grace, 
That faves us from the Hoſts of Hell ; 
And Heav'n he gives us to poſſeſs, 
Whence thoſe apoſtate Angels fell. 


P5zaLut CXXXV, Common Metre, 
Praiſe due to COD, not to Idols. 
i A WAKE, ye ſaints, to praiſe your King, 
Your ſweeteſt Paſſions raiſe, 


Your pious Pteaſure, white you ling, 
Rod ; Increaſing with the Praife. 
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2 Great is the Lord ; and Works: unknown 
Are his divine Employ : 
But ſtill his Saints are near his Throne, 
His Treaſure and his Joy. 


3 Heav'n, Earth, and Sea confeſs his Hand 
He bids the Vapours riſe ; 
Lightning and Storm at his Command 
Sweep thro” the ſounding Skies. 


4 All Power that Gods or Kings have claim'd 
Is found with him alone : 
But Heathen Gods ſhould ne'er be nam'd 
Where our Jehovah's known. 


5 Which of the Stocks or ſtones they cruſt 
Can give them Show'rs of Rain ? 
In vain they worſhip glitt'ring Duſt, 
And pray to God in vain. . 


6 [Their Gods have Tongues that cannot talk, 
Such as their Makers gave; 
Their Feet were ne'er defign'd to walk, 
Nor Hands have Power to ſave. 


7 Blind are their Eyes, their Ears are deaf, 
Nor hear when Mortals pray; 
Mortals, that wait for their Belief 
Are blind and deaf as they.] 


3 O Britain, know the living God, 
Serve him with Faith and Fear 
He makes thy Churches his Abode, 
And claims thine Honours there, 


PSALM cxxxvi. common Metre, 
COD's Wonders of Creation, Providence, Redemption of 
Iſrael, and Salvation for his People. 


2 LOS Thanks to God the ſov'reigu Lord; 
His Mercies ſtill endure, 
And be the Bing of Kings ador'd, 
His truth is ever ſure. 
2 What Wonders hath his Wiſdom done! 
How mighty is his Hand; 
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PSALM- XxxVI. 
Heav'n, Earth, and Sea he fram'd alone: 
How wide is his Command! | 
3 The ſun ſupplies the Day with Light : 
How bright his Counſels ſhine ! 
The Moon and Stars adorn the Night ; 
His Works are all divine. 


4 [He ſtruck the Sons of Egypt dead: 
How dreadful is his Rod, 
And thence with Joy his People led: 
How gracious is our GOD! 


5 He cleft the ſwelling Sea in two; 
His Arm is great in Might : 
And gave the Tribes a Paſſage thro? ; 
His Pow'r and Grace unite. 


6 But Pharoat's Army there he drown's ; 
How glorious are his Ways ! 
And brought his Saints thro' deſart Ground; 
Eternal be his Praiſe, 


+ Great Monarchs fell beneath his Hand; 
Victorious is his Sword; 
While Jrael took the promis'd Land: 
And faithful is his Word.}] 


$ He ſaw the Nations dead in Sin; 
He felt his Pity move: 
How fad the State the World was in! 
How boundleſs was his Love ! 


9 He ſent to fave us from our Woe; 
His goodneſs never fails; 
From Death, and Hell, and ev'ry Foe ; 
And ſtill his Grace prevails, | 


0 Give Thanks to Gop the heav'nly King; 

His Mercies ſtill endure, 

Let the whole Earth his Praiſes ſing ; 
His Truth is ever ſure. 6 


The univerſal Lord; 
The ſov'reign King of Kings; 
And be his Grace ador'd. 
His Pow'r and Grace 
Are ſtill the ſame; 
And let his Namt 
Have endleſs Praiſe. 


2 How mighty is his Hand! 
What Wonders he hath done! 
He form'd the Earth and Seas, 
And ſpread the Heav'ns alone. 


Thy Mercy, Lord, 
Shall ſtill endure ; 
And ever ſure 


Abides thy Word. 


3 His Wiſdom fram'd the Sun, 
To crown the Day with Light ; 
The Moon and twinkling Stars, 
To cheer the darkſome Night. 

His Pow'r and Grace 
And eſtill the ſame ; 
And let his Name 
Have endleſs Praiſe, 


4 { He ſmote the firſt-born Souls 
The Flow'r of Egypt, dead: 
And thence his choſen Tribes 
With Jay and Glory led, 

Thy Mercy, Lord, 

Shall till endure ;, 

And ever ſure 

Abides thy Word. 


6 His Pow'r and lifted Rod 
Cleft the Red- Sea in two 
And for his People made 
A wond'rous Paſſage thro'. 


PsARM CXXVI. As the 148th Plalm. 
z e Thanks to God moſt high, 


Benea 


PSALM exxxvi. 
ſalm. His Pow'r and Grace © 
Are ſtill the ſame; 

And let his Name 

Have endleſs Praiſe. 


6 But cruel Pharoah there 
With all his Hoſt he drown'd ; 
And brought his el ſafe 
'Thro' a long deſert Ground, 
Thy Mercy, Lord, 
Shall ſtill endure 3 
And ever ſure 
Abides thy Word. 


Paus x. 


7 The Kings of Canaan fell 
Beneath his dreadful Hand; 
While his own Servants took 
poſſeſſion of their Land. 

His Pow'r and Grace 
Are ſtill the ſame ; 
And let his Name 
Have endleſs Praiſe.] 


8 He ſaw the Nations lie 

All periſhing in Sin 

And pity'd the ſad State 

The ruin'd World was in. 
Thy Mercy, Lord, 
Shall ſtill endure ; 
And ever ſure 
Abides thy Word. 


9 He ſent his only Son 

To ſave us from our. woe, 
From Satan, Sin, and Death, 
And ev'ry hurtful Foe, 

His P.w'r and Grace 

Are it'll the ſame; 

And let his Name 

Me endleſs Praiſe. 
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10 Give Thanks aloud to God, 
To God the heav'nly King z 
And let the ſpacious Earth 
His Works and Glories ſing. 

Thy Mercy, Lord, 
Shall ſtill endure ; 
And ever ſure 
Abides thy Word. 


PALM CXXXVI. Abridged. Long Metre, 


1 88 to our God immortal Praiſe, 
Mercy and Truth are all thy ways; 
Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, 
Repeat his mercies 1n your Song, 


2 Give to the Lord of Lords Renown, 
The King of Kings with Glory crown ; 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 


When Lords and Kings are known no more, 


4 He built the Earth, he ſpread the Sky, 
And fix'd the ſtarry Lights on high ; 
Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


4 He fills the Sun with morning Light, 
He bids the Moon direct the Night: 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 
When Suns and Moons ſhall ſhine no more. 


5 The Jews he freed from Pharaoh's Hand, 
And brought them to the promis'd Land ; 
Wonders of Grace to God belong, 

Repcat his Mercies in your Song. 


6 He ſaw the Gentiles dead in Sin, 0 
And felt his Pity work within: 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 
When Death and Sin ſhall reign no more. 


7 He ſent his Son with Power to ſave 
From Guiit, and Darkneſs, and the Grave: 
Wonders of Grace to God belong, 


Repeat His Mercies in your Song. 


7 Metre, 


nores, 


ve: 


PSALM CXXxXxVIII. 


2 Thro' this vain World he guides our Feet, 
And leads us to his heav'nly Seat: 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 
When this vain World ſhall be no more. 


Ps AL CNXXVIII., Long Metre, 
Reſtoring and preſeruing Grace. 


1 \ \ 11TH ail, my Pow'rs of Heart and tongue 
[ll praiſe my Maker in my Song: : 
Angels ſhall hear the Notes I raiſe, 
Approve the Song, and join the Praiſe. . 


2 Angels that make the Church their Care 
Shall witneſs my Devotion there, 
While holy Zeal direQs my Eyes 
To thy tair Temple in the Skies. ] 


3 I'll fing thy Truth and Mercy, Lord; 
I'll ſing the Wonders of thy Word; 
Not all thy Works and Names below, 
So much thy Pow'r and Glory ſhow. 


4 To Gop I cry'd when Troubles roſe ; 
He heard me, and ſubdu'd my Foes ; 
He did my riſing Fears controuls 
And Strength d iffus'd through all my Soul. 


5 The Gop of Heav'n maintains his State, 
Frowns on the Proud and ſcorns the great; 
But from his Throne deſcends to ſee 
The fons of humble Poverty. 


6 Amidſt a thouſand Snares I ſtand, 
Upheld and guarded by thy Hand; 
Thy Words my fainting Soul revive, 
A keep my dying Faith alive. 

7 Grace will complete what Grace begias, 
To lave from Sorrows or from Sins; 

The work that wiſdom undertakes, 

Eterngl — ne'cr forſakes. 
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PSsALM CXXxIX. . Firſt Part. Long Metre, 
The all. ſceing GOD. 
1 ORD, thou haſt ſearch'd and ſeen me thro; 


Thine Eye commands with piercing View 
My riſing and my reſting Hours, 
My Heart and Fleſh with all their pow'rs. 


2 My thoughts, before they are my own, 
Are to my Gop diſtinctly known; 
He knows my Words I mean to ſpeak, 
Ere from my op'ning Lips they break, 
3 Within thy circling Pow'r I ſtand : 
On ev'ry Side I find thy Hand: 
Awake, aſleep, at home, abroad, 
I am furrounded ſtill with Gop.' 


4 Amazing Knowledge, vaſt and great ! 
What large Extent : what lofty height ! 
- My Soul with all the Pow'rs I boaſt, 
Is in the boundleſs Proſpect loſt. 


5 4 O may theſe Thoughts poſſeſs my Breaſt, 
« Where'er I rove, where'er I reſt, 
« Nor ler my weaker Paſſions dare 
« Conſeat to Sin, for God is there. 


Pak IJ. 


6 Could I ſo falſe, ſo faithleſs prove, 
To quit thy Service and thy Love, 
Where, Lord, could I thy Prefence ſhun, 
Or from thy dreadful Glory run? 


7 If up to Heav'n I take my Flight, 
'Tis there thou dwell'ſt enthron'd in Light; 
Or drive to Hell, there Vengeance reigns, _ 
And Satan groans beneath thy Chains, 


8 If mounted on a morning Ray, 
I fly beyond the Weſtern Sea, 
Thy ſwifter Hand would firſt arrive 
And there arreſt thy fugitive, 


Or ſhould I try to ſhun thy Sight 
Bencath the ſpreading Veil of Night, 
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One Glance of thine, one piercing Ray, 
Would kindle Darkneſs into Day. 


10 „ O may theſe Thoughts poſſeſs my Breaſt, 
« Where'er I rove, where'er I reſt! - 
© Nor let my weaker Paſhons dare, 
« Conſent to Sin, for God is there.“ 


Pavsz II. 


11 The Veil of Night is no Diſguiſe, . 
No Screen from thy all-ſearching Eyes; 
Thy Hand can ſeize thy Foes as ſoon 
Thro' midnight Shades as blazing Noon. 


12 Midnight and Noon in this agree, 
Great Gap, they're both alike to thee 
Nor Death can hide what Gop will ſpy, 
And Hell lies naked to his Eye. 


3% O may theſe Thoughts poſſeſs my Breafl,' 
* Where'er I rove, where'er I reſt! * 
Nor let my weaker Paſſions. dare 

« Conſent to Sin, for Gon is there.“ 


PALM C XXXIX. Second Part. Long Metre, 


The wonderful Formation of Man. 


3 1 from thy Hand, my Go, I came, 
A Work of a ſuch curious Frame ; 

In me thy fearful Wonders ſhine, 

And each proclaims thy-Skill divine. 


Thine Eyes did all my Limbs ſurvey, 
Which yet in dark Confuſion lay; 

Thou ſaw'ſt the daily Growth Cov took, 
Form'd by the Model of thy Book. 


By thee my growing Parts were nam'd, 
And what thy ſov'reign Counſels fram'd, 
(The breathing Lungs, the beating Heart) 
Was copy'd with unerring Art. 


At laſt, to ſhew my Maker's Name, 
Gov ſtamp'd his Image on my Frame, 
\nd in ſome unknown Moment join'd 


he liniſh's Members to the Mind, 


a 
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5 There the young Seeds of Thought began, - 
And all the Paſhons of the Mar: eh 
Great Cop, our Infant Nature pays 
Immortal Tribute to thy Praiſe ! 


Pavss. 


6 Lord, ſince in my advancing Age 
I've ated on Life's buſy Stage, 
Thy Thoughts of Love to me ſurmount 
The Pow'r of Numbers to recount. 


I could ſurvey the Ocean o'er, 

And count eazh Sand that makes the Shore, 
Before my ſwifteſt Thoughts could trace 
The num'rous Wonders of thy Grace. 


8 Theſe on my Heart are ſtill impreſt, 
Wich theie I give my Eyes no Rest: 
And at my waking Hour I find 
Gop and his Love poſſeſs my Mind. 


PSALMM CXXXIX. Tard Part. Long Mette. 


Sincerity profeſſed, and Grace * or, the Heart. 
ö D. : 


ms 


1 N Y Cop, what inward Grief I feel 
When impious Men tranſgreſs thy N.. 
1 mourn to hear their Lips profane 
Take thy tremendous Name in vain. 


2 Does not my Soul deteſt and hate 
The Sons of Malice and Deceit? 
Thoſe that oppole thy Laws and Thee, 
I count them Enemies to me. 


3 Lord, ſearch my Soul, try ev'ry Thong; 
Tho' my own Heart accuſe me rot 
Of walking in a falſe Diſguife, 
I beg the Trial of thine Lyes. 
4 Doth ſecret Miſchief lurk within ? 
Do I indulge {ome uvknown Sin 
O turn my Feet whene'er 1 tray, 
And lead me in thy perſect Way. 


P$8AL3 


PSALM OXXXIX. ;- 
Pratru Cxxxix. Firſt Part. Common Metre» 
GOD is every where, 


N all my vaſt Concerns with thee 0 
1 in kar 4 my Soul would try 

To ſhun thy Preſence, Lord, or flee 
The Notice of thine Eye. 


b Thine all-ſurrounding 7” ſurveys | 
My Riſing and my Reſt, 

My public Walks, my private Ways, 

And Secrets of my Breaſt. £ 


My thoughts lie open to the Lord, 
Before they're form'd within ; 

And ore my Lips pronounce the Word, 
He knows the Senſe I mean. 


O woud'rous Knowledge, deep and high! 
Where can a Creature hide? 

Within thy circhng Arms I lie, 

Beſet on ev'ry Side. 


dos let thy Grace ſurround me till, 
And like a Bulwark prove, 

To guard my Soul from ev'ry ill, 
Secur'd by ſov'reign Love. 


al, 


Nt 


Long Vetrr, 


the Heart. rd 


D PAUSE. 
eſs iny ik Lord, where ſhall guilty Sonls retire, 
e Forgotten and unknown ? 
un. In Hell they meet thy dreadful Fite, 
in Heav'n thy glorious Throne, 
9 Should ] ſuppreſs my vital Breath, 
[yee, To ſcape the Wrath divine, 
Thy Voice would brake the Bars of Death, 
Thong: And make the Grave reſign. 
ot If wing'd with Beams of Morniog-light, 
* N the Weſt 
y Hand, which muſt ſupport my flight 
\ Wou'd ſoon betray my Reſt. 4 1 


I 
, 


If o'er my Sins I think to draw 
The Curtains of the N tight, 
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Thoſe flaming Eyes thatguard thy Law a 
Would turn the Shades, to Light. 
10 The Beams of Noon, the midnight Hour, Wet 
AreSoth alike to thee; | 
O may I ne'er provoke that POW] Tt 
From which I cannot flce ! 8 | 
PsALud CXXXIX. Second Part, Common Metre, O 
: < 
The Wiſdom of GOD in the Formation of Man, 
1 HEN I with pleaſing Wonder ſtand, 
And all my Frame ſurvey, 
Lord *tis thy Work! I own thy Hand, 
Thus built my humble Clay. | 
| : , 
2 Thy Hand my Heart and Reins poſſeſt, V 
Where unborn Nature grew; And 
Thy Wiſdom all my Features trac'd, Swee 
And all my Members drew. 
| 3 Thine Eye with niceſt Care ſurvey'd ; gs 
| The growth of ev'ry Part ; Wan 
| Till the whole Scheme my Thoughts had laid, The 
4 Was copy'd by thy Art. we 
: 4 Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, and Fire and Wind, , 3 Oma 
: Shew me thy wond'rous Skill Smite 
| But I review myſelf, and find Their 
Diviner Wonders ſtill. Shall y 
: - Thine awful Glorics round me. ſhine, 4 When 
| iy 3h proclaims the Praiſe ; | I'll cry 
Lord, to thy Works of Nature join And bi 
_- ay Miracles of Grace 0 How m 
| - rs CNXXIX. Fer. 14. 17, 1% N 
| IAird Part. Common Metre. 
Ile Merctes of GOD innumerable, : To ( 
Fr 
An Evening Pſalm. In Wh 
2 ORD, when I count thy Mercies o'er, I pour 
They itrike mewith Surprize : 2 My Soul 
Not all the Sands that {pread the Shore My He: 
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PSALM CxLI, CXLIT. 


2 My Fleſh with Fear and Wonder ſtands, : 
The Product of thy Skill; 
And hourly Bleſſings from thy Hands 
Thy Thoughts of Love reveal. 


q Theſe on my Heart by Night I keep; 
How kind, how dear tome! 
O may the Hour that ends my Sleep, 
Still find my Thoughts with thee; 


Psatrm CXLI. Fer. 2—5. Long Metre. 
IWatchfulnefs and brotherly Reprocf. 
A Morning or Evening Pſalm. 


1 Y Gon, accept my early Vows, 
Like Morning Incenſe in thine Houſe ; 
And let my nightly Worſhip riſe, 
Sweet as the Ev'ning Sacrifice. 


2 Watch o'er my Lips, and guard them, Lord, 
From ev'ry rath and heedleſs Word; 
Nor let my Feet incline to tread 
The guilty Path where Sinners lead. 


3 O may the Righteous, when I ſtray, 
Smite and reprove my wand'ring Way ! 
Their gentle Words, like Ointment faced” * 
Shall never bruiſe, but cheer my Head. 


4 When I behold them preſt with Grief, 
I'tl cry to Heav'n for their Relief; 
And by my warm Petitions prove 
How much I prize their faithful Love. 


PsALu CXLII. Common Metre. 
GOD is the Hope of the Hehl. 
] 1 Go I made my Sorrows known, 
From Gon I ſought Relief; 
In long Complaints before his Throne 
I pour'd out all my Grief, 
2 My Soul was overwhelm'd with Woes, 
My Heart began to Break; 
M 2. 
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My Gov, who all my Burden known, 
He knows the Way I take. 


3 On ev'ry Side I caſt mine Eye, 
And found my Helpers gone; 
While Friends and Strangers paſs'd me by 
Neglected or unknown. 


4 Then did I raiſe a louder Cry, 
And call'd thy Mercy near; 
1 Thou art my Portion when I die, 
% Be thou my Refuge here.” 


5 Lord, I am brought exceeding low, 
Nov let thine Ear attend, f 
And make my Foes who vex me know, 
I've an almighty Friend. 


From my ſad Priſon ſet me free, 
Then ſhall I praiſe thy Name: 

And holy Men ſhall join with me, 
Thy Kindneſs to proclaim. 


Psaim CXLIII. Long Metre. 
Complaint of heavy Affliions in Mind and Body. 


1 Y righteous judge, my gracious Go ! 
M Hear when 1 ſpread my Hands abroad, 
And cry for Succour from thy Throne; 

O make thy Truth and Mercy known! 


2 Let Judgment not againſt me paſs ; 
Behold thy Servant pleads thy Grace 
Should Juſtice call us to thy Bar, 

No Man alive is guiltleſs there. 


3 Look down in pity, Lord, and fee 
The mighty Woes that burden me; 
Down to the Duſt my Life is brought, 
Like one long bury'd and forgot. 


4 I dwell in Darkneſs and unſeen, 
My Heart is deſolate within ; 
My Thcughts in muſing Silence trace 
The ancient Wonders of thy Grace, 


n 


6 Thence I derive a Glimpſe of Hope 
To bear my ſinking Spirits up: 
I ſtretch my Hands to Gon again, 
And thirſt like parched Lands for Rain, 


For thee I thirſt, I pray, I mourn ; 
When will thy ſmiling Face return ? 
Shall all my Joys on Earth remove, 
And God for ever hide his Love? 


2 My God, thy long Delay to fave 
Will fink thy Pris'ner to the Grave ; 
My Heart grows faint, and dim mine Eye ; 
Make Haſte to help before I die. | 


8 The Night is witneſs to my Tear 
Diſtreſſing Pains, diſtreſſing Fears; 

O might I hear thy Morning Voice, 
How would my weary'd Pow'rs rejoice { 


9 In Thee I truſt, to Thee 1 ſigh, 
And lift my heavy Soul on high; 
For Thee {it waiting all the Day 
And wear the tireſome Hours away. 


10 Break off my Fetters, Lord, and ſhow 
Which is the Path my Feet ſhould go ; 
If ſnares and Foes beſet the Road, 

I flee to hide me near my Gov. 


11 Teach me to do thy holy Will, 
And lead me to thy heav'nly Hill; 
Let the good Spirit of thy Love 
Conduct me to thy Courts above. 


22 Then ſhall my Soul no more complain, 
The Tempter then ſhall rage in vain ; 
And Fleſh, that was my Foe before, 
Shall never vex my Spirit more. 


PSALM CXLIV. Firſt Part. 1, 2. 
Aſſiſtance and Viclory in the ſpiritual Warfare. 
F ever bleſted be the Lord, 


My Saviour and my Shield; 
5 M 3 
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He ſends his Spirit with his Word, 


To arm me for the Field. 


2 When Sin and Hell their Force unite, 
He nakes my Soul his Care, 
Inſtructs me to the heav'nly Fight, 
And guards me thro' the War. 


3 A Friend and Helper fo divine 
Doth my weak Courage raiſe ; 
He makes the glorious Vict'ry mine, 


| 3 Ha 

Bu 
On 
[ 


And his ſhall be the Praiſe. — 
Ti 

PsAtM CXLIV. Second Part. 3, 4, 5, 6. be 

; f 2 a" 


The Vanity of Man, and the Condeſcenſion of GOD, 


1 12 what is Man, poor feeble Man, 
Born of the Earth at firſt ? 
His Life a Shadow, light and vain, 
Scill hait'ning to the Duſt, 


2 O what is feebie dying Man, 
Or any of his Race, 
That Gov ſhould make it his Concern 
To viit him with Grace! 


3 That Gop who darts his Lightnings down, 
Who ſhakes the Worlds above. 
And Mountains Tremble as his Frown, 
How wond'rous is his Love! 


Psaim CXLIV. Third Part. 12—25, 
Grace above Riches ; or, The happy Nation, 6 But 


1 APPY the City where their Sons 
Like Pillars round a Palace fet, 

And Daughters bright as poliſh'd Stones, 
Give Strength and beauty to the State. 


2 Happy the Country, where the Sheep, 
Cattle, and Corn, have large Increale : 
Where Men ſecurely work or ſleep, 
Nor Sons of Plunder break their Peace. 


* 
— 


vn, 


PSALM CXLV. 


3 Happy the Nation thus endow'd, 


But more divinely bleſt are thoſe _ 
On whom the All-ſufhcient Gop 
Himſelf with all his Grace beſtows. 


Psatue CXLIV. Long Metre. 
The Greatneſs of GOD. 


1 N Y Gov, my King, thy various Praiſe 


Shall fill the Remnant of my Days ; 
Thy Grace employ my humble Tongue 
Till Death and Glory raiſe the Song. 


2 The Wings of ev'ry Hour ſhall bear 
Some thankful Tribute to thine Ear ; 
And ev'ry ſetting Sun ſhall fee 
New Works of Duty done for Thee. 


3 Thy Truth and Juſflice I'll proclaim ; 
Thy Bounty flows an endlets Stream; 
Thy Mercy ſwift, thine Anger flow, 
But dreadful to the ſtubborn Foe, 


4 Thy Works with ſov'reign Glory ſhine 
And ſpeak thy Majeſty divine; 
Let Britain round her ſhores proclaim 
The Sound and Honour of thy Name. 


5 Let diſtant Times and Nations raiſe 
The long Succeſhon of thy Praiſe ; 
And unborn Ages make my Song 
The Joy and Labour of their Tongue, 


6 But who can ſpeak thy wond*rous Deeds ? 
Thy Greatneſs all our Thoughts exceeds ; 
Vaſt and unfearchable thy Ways, 

Vait and immortal be thy Praiſe. 


Ps AL CXLV. 1—7, 11—13, Firſt Part 
The Greatneſs of GOD. 


! ONG as I Live I'll bleſs thy Name, 
My King, my Gor of Love; 
M 4 
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My Work and Joy ſhall be the ſame, 
In the bright World above. 


2 Great is the Lord, his Power unknown, 
And let his Praiſe be great ; 
I'll fing the Honours of thy Throne, 
Thy Works of Grace repeat. 


| | 3 Thy Grace ſhall dwell upon my Tongue ; 


And while my Lips rejoice, 
The Men that hear my facred Song 
Shall join their chearful Voice. 


4 Fathers to Sons ſhall teach thy Name, 
And Children learn thy Ways ; 
Ages to come thy Truth proclaim, 
And Nations found thy Praiſe. 


5 Thy glorious Deeds of ancient Date 
Shall through the World be known; 
Thine Arm of Power, thy heav'nly State 
With public Splendor ſhown. 


ö 6 The World is manag'd by thy Hands, 


Thy Saints are rul'd by Love; 
And thine eternal Kingdom ſtands, 
Though Rocks and Hills remove. 


P$ALM CXLV. Second Part 7, Sc. 
The Goodneſs of GOD, 


| 1 QWEET is the Mem'ry of thy Grace, 


My Gov, my heav'nly King; 
Let Age to Age thy £5, A 
In Sounds of Glory ſing. 


2 Gop reigns on high, but not confines 
His Goodneſs to the Skies ; 
Through the whole Earth his Bounty ſhines, 
Andev'ry Want ſupplies. 


3 With longing Eyes thy Creatures wait 
On Thee tor daily Food, 
Thy lib'ral Hand provides their Meat, 
And fills their Mouths with Good. 


nes, 


— 


PSALM CXLV. 


| 4 How kind are thy Compaſſions, Lord! 


How flow thine Anger moves 
But ſoon he ſend his pard'ning Word 
To chear the Souls he loves. 


3 Creatures with all their endleſs Race 
Thy Power and Praiſe proclaim ; 
But Saints that taſte thy Richer Grace 
Delight to bleſs thy Name. 


PsaiM CXLV. 14, 17, Sc. Third Part. 


Mercy to Sufferers ; or, GOD hearing Prayer. 
1 ET ev'ry Tongue thy Goodneſs ſpeak, 


Thou ſov'reign Lord of all; 


Thy ſtrength'ning Hands uphold the Weak, 


And raiſe the Poor that fall. 


2 When Sorrow bows the Spirit down, 
Or Virtue hes diſtreſt 

Beneath ſome proud Oppreſſor's Frown, 
Thou giv'ſt the Mourners Reſt. 


5 The Lord ſupports our tott'ring Days 
And guides our giddy Youth ; 
Holy and juſt are all his Ways, 
And all his Words are Truth. 


4 He knows the Pain his Servants feel, 
He hears his Children cry 
And their beſt Wiſhes to fulfil 
His Grace is ever nigh. 


5 Ris Mercy never ſhall remove 
From men of Heart ſincere ; 
He faves the Souls, whoſe humble Love 
Is join'd with holy Fear. 


5 [His tubborn Foes his Sword ſhall lay 
Aud pierce their Hearts with Pain; 
But none that ſerve the Lord ſhall ſay, 
„They ſought his Aid in vain,””] 
7 {My Lips ſhall dwell upon his Praiſe, 
And ſpread his Fame abroad 
M 5 
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Let all the Sons of Alan raiſe 
The Honours of their God.] 


PsAiN CXLVI. Long Metre. 
Praiſe to GOD for his Goodneſs and Truth. 


1 | rams ye the Lord, my Heart ſhall join 
In Works ſo pleaſant, ſo divine; 
Now while the Fleſh is mine Abode, 
And when my Soul aſcends to Gop. 


2 Praiſc ſhall employ my nobleſt Pow'rs, 
While Immortality endures; - 

{ My Days of Praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 

While Life and Thought and Being laſt, 


3 Why ſhould I make a Man my Truſt ? 
Princes muſt die turn to Duſt ; 

Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Power, 

And Thoughts all vaniſh in an Hour. 


| 4 Happy the Man, whoſe Hopes rely 
If On rael's Gop; He made the Sky, 
And Earth and Seas with all their Train, 


| | And none ſhall 6nd his Promiſe vain. 

C | | 5 His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure : 

FI He ſaves th' Oppreſt, he feeds the Poor 
. | He ſends the lab'ring Conſcience Peace, 


| lj! And grants the Pris'ner ſweet Releaſe. 


s The Lord hath Eyes to give the Blind; 
| Te Lord ſupports the finking Mind: 
j He helps the Stranger in Diſtreſs, 
The Widow and the Fatherleſs. 


7 He loves his Saints, he knows them well, 
= But turns the Wicked down to Hel]; 

= Thy Gon, O Zion, ever reigns ; 
ra iſe him in everlaſting Strains. 


. 
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PALM CXLVI. As the 113th Pſalm. 
Praiſe to GOD for his Goodneſs and Truth, 


1 | br - praiſe my Maker with my Breath ; 
And when my Voice 1s loſt in Death 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler Pow'rs : 
My Days of Praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While Life and Thought and Being laſt, 
- Or Immortality endures. 


2 Why ſhould I makea Man my Truſt ? 
Princes mult die and turn to Duſt ; 

Vain is the help of Fleſh and Blood; 
Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Pow'r 
And Thoughts all vaniſh in an Hour, 

Nor can they make their Promile good. 


q Happy the Man whoſe Hopes rely 
Un [frae!'s Gon: He made the Sky, 
And Earth and Seas with all their Train ; 
His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure : 
He ſaves th* Oppreit, he feeds the Poor, 
And none ſhall find his Promiſe vain. 


4 The Lord hath Eyes to = the Blind : 
The Lord ſupports the hnking Mind ; 
He ſends the lab'ring Conſcience Peace, 
He helps the Stranger in diſtreſs, 
The Widow and the Fatherleſs, 
And grants the Pris'ner ſweet Releaſe. 


5 He loves his Saints, he knows them well, 
But turns the Wicked down to Hell; 
Tny Cob, O Zion, ever reigns :, 
Let ev'ry Tongue, let ev'ry Age, 
In this exalted Work engage ; 
Praiſe him in everlatting Strains. 


6 I'll praiſe him while he lends me Breath, 
And when my Voice is loſt in Death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler Pow'rs ; 
My Days of Praiſe ſhail ne'er be palt, 
While Life and Thought and Being ial, 
Or Immortality cndures. 
M6 
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268 PSALM XXLVII. 
PSAIM CXLVII. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 
The Divine Nature, Providence, and Grace, 


+ 1 RAISE ye the Lord : 'Tis good to raiſe 


Our Hearts and Voices in his Praiſe ; 
His Nature and his Works invite 
To make this Duty our Delight. 


2 The Lord builds up Feruſalem, 
And gathers Nations to his Name; 
His Merey melts the ſtubborn Soul, 
And makes the broken Spirit whole. 


3 He form'd the Stars, thoſe heav'nly Flames, 
He counts t”eir Numbers, calls their Names: 
His Wiſdom's valt, and knows no Bound, 

A Deep where all our Thoughts are drown'd, 


4 Great is our Lord. and great his Might; 
And all his Glories infinite ; 
He crowns the Meek, rewards the Juſt 
And treads the Wicked to the Puſt. 


PavseE, 


5 Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 
Who ſpreads his Clouds all round the Sky; 
There he prepares the fruitful Rain, 
Nor let the Drops deſcend in vain, 


6 He makes the Grafs the Hills adorn, 
And cloaths the ſmiling Fields with Corn; 
The Beaſts with Food his Hands ſupply, 
And the young Ravens when they cry, 


7 What is the Creature's Skill or Force? 
The \{prightly Man, the warlike Horſe ? 
The nimble Wit, the active Limb? 
Are all too mean Delights for him. 


8 But Saints are lovely in his Sight: 
He views the Children with Delight; 
He ſees their Hope, he knows their Fear, 
And looks and loves his Image there. 


Metre. 
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PSALM CXLVII. Second Part. 


Summer and W inter. 
A Song for Great Britain. 


* 
. 
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And make his Honours known abroad, 
He bade the Ocean round thee flow : 
Not Bars of Braſs could guard thee ſo. 


2 The Children are ſecure and bleſt; 
Thy Shores have Peade, thy Cities ret; 
He feeds thy Sons with fineſt Wheat, 
And adds his Bleſſing to their Meat, 


Britain, praiſe thy mighty Gov, | 
' 


3 Thy changing Seaſons he ordains, 
Thine early and thy latter Rains: 
His Flakes of Snow like Wool he ſends, 
And thus the ſpringing Corn defends. 


Wich hoary Froſt he ſtrews the Ground; 
His Hill deſcends with clattering Sound: 
Where 1s the Man ſo vainly bold, 

That dares defy his dreadful Cold ? 


3 He bids the Southern Breezes blow; 
The lee diflolves, the Waters flow; 
But he hath nobler Works and Ways 
10 call the Bruons to his Praiſe. 


6 To all the Ifle his Laws are ſhown; 
His Goſpel through the Nation's known; 
He hath not thus reveal'd his Word 
To ev'ry Land ; Praiſe ye the Lord. 


PzALm CXLVII. 2-9. 23—18. Com. Metre, 
The Seaſons of the Year, 


1 WII Songs and Honours ſounding loud 
Addrefs the Lord on high 
Over the Heav'ns he ſpreads his Cloud, 
And Waters veil the Sky. 


He ſends his Show'rs of Bleſſing down 
To chear the Plains below, 


7 


270 PSALM cxLVIII. 


He makes the Graſs the Mountains crown, 
And Corn in Valleys grow. 


3 He gives the grazing Ox his Meat, 
He hears the Raven's Cry ; 
But Man, who taſtes his fineſt Wheat, 
Should raiſe his Honours high. 


4 His ſteady Courſes change the Face 
Of the declining Year ; 
He bids the Sun cut ſhort his Race, 
And wint'ry Day appear. 


5 His hoary Froſt, his fleecy Snow, 
Deſcend-and clothe the Ground; 
The liquid Streams forbear to flow, 
In icy Fetters bound. 


6 When from his dreadful Stores on high 
He pours the rattling Hail, 
The Wretch that dares his God defy, 
Shall find his Courage fail. 


5 He ſends his Word and melts the Snow, 
The Fields no longer mourn : 
He calls the warmer Gales to blow, 
And bids the Spring return. 


8 The changing Wind, the flying cloud, 
Obey his mighty word: 
With Songs and Honours ſounding loud, 
Praiſe ye the ſoy'reign Lord. 


Psatm CXLVIII. Proper Metre. 
Prazſe to GOD from all Creatures. 


1 E Tribes of Adam join, 
With Heaven and Earth and Seas, 
And offer Notes divine 
To your Creator's Praiſe. 
Ye Holy Throng 
Of Angels bright 
In Worlds of Light, 
Begin the Song, 
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2 Thou Sun with dazzling Rays, 
And Moon that rules the Night, 
- Shine to your Maker's Praiſe, 
With Stars of twinkling Light. 
His Pow'r declare, 
Ye Floods on high, 
And Clouds that fly, 
In empty Air. 


3 The ſhining Worlds above 
In glorious Order ſtand, 
Or in ſwift Courſes move 
By his ſupreme Command. 
He ſpake the Word, 
And all their Frame 
From Nothing came 
| To praiſe the Lord. 


4 He mov'd their mighty Wheels 
In unknown Ages paſt; 
And each his Word fulfils 
ö While Time and Nature laſt. 
In different Ways 
His Works proclaim 
His wond'rous Name, 


Aud ſpeak his Praiſe. 


PAUSZ. 


5 Let all the Earth-born Race, 
And Monſters of the Deep, 
e. The Fiſh that cleave the Seas, 
Or in their Boſom ſleep; 
From Sea and Shore 
Their Tribute pay, 
And ſtill diſplay 
| Their Maker's Pow'r. 


6 Ye Vapours, Hail, and Snow, | 
Praiſe ye th' almighty Lord, | 
And ſtormy winds that blow, 

To execute his Word. 


PSALM cxXLVIII. 


When Lightnings ſhine, 
Or Thunders roar, - 

Let Earth adore 

His Hand divine. 


Ye Mountains near the ſkies, 

| With lofty Cedars there, 

| And Trees of humble Size, - 

| That Fruit in Plenty bear ; | 
Beaſt, wild and tame, 

Nl - Birds, flies, and Worms, 

| In various Forms, 

| Exalt his Name. 


3 Ye Kings, and Judges, fear 
The Lord, the ſov'reign King; 
And while you rule us here, 
His heav'nly Honours fing ; 

Nor let the Dream 
Of Pow'r and tate, 
Make you forget 
His Pow'r ſupreme. 


9 Virgins and Youths engage 
lf To {ound his Praiſe divine, 
| While Infancy and Age 
Their feeble Voices join 

1 Wide as he reigns 

5 His Name be ſung 

9 By ev'ry Tongue 

In endleſs Strains. 


| 10 Let all the Nations fear 

| The Gop that rules above ; 

i He brings his People near, 

And makes them taſte his Love. 

| While Earth and Sky 

| Attempt his Praiſe, 

1 Kilo 
| _— Ye ſtubb 


| ; | | Bend yo 


Pzaiu CXLVIII. Paraphraſed. Long Metre. 
Univerſal Praiſe to GOD. 


1 1 OUD Hallelujahs to the Lord, 
From diſtant Worlds where Creatures dwell; 
Let-Heav'n begin the ſolemn Word, 
And ſound it dreadful down to Hell 


Note, This Pſalm may be ſung to the Tunes of the Old 
| 212th, or 12 Palm if theſe two Lines be added to 
every Stanza, (viz.) 


Each of his Works his Name diſplays, 
But they can ne'er fulfil his Praiſe. 


Otherwiſe it muſt be ſung to the uſual Tunes of the Long 
Metre. 
2 The Lord ! how abſolute he reigns ! 
Let ev'ry Angel bend the Knee ; 
Sing of his Love in heavenly Strains, 
And ſpeak how fierce his Terrors be. 


3 High on a Throne his Glories dwell, 
An awful Throne of ſhining Bliſs : 
Fly thro' the World, O Sun, and tell 
How dark thy Beams compar'd to his, 


4 Awake, ye Tempeſts, and his Fame 
In Sounds of dreadful Praiſe declare : 
And the ſweet Whiſper of his Name 
Fill ev'ry gentle Breeze of Air. 


5 Let Clouds, and Winds, and Waves agree 
To join their Praiſe with blazing Fire; 
Let the firm Earth and rolling Sea 
In this eternal Song conſpire. 


d Ye flow'ry Plains, proclaim his Skill: 
Valleys lie low before his Eye : 
And let his Praiſe from ev'ry Hill 
Riſe tuneful to the neighhouring Sky. 


Ye ſtubborn Oaks, and ſtately Pines, 
Bead your high Branches and adorc : 
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Praiſe him, ye Beaſts, in different Strains: y 
The Lamb muſt bleat, the Lion roar. 4 0 


$ Birds, ye muſt make his Praiſe your Theme, Ye 
Nature demands a Song from you: H 
While the dumb Fiſh that cuts the Stream 5 w 
Leap up and mean his Praiſes too. A; 


Mortals, can you refrain your Tongue, Whe 
When Nature all around you fings ? Te 
O for a Shout from Old and Young, 6 By 
From humble Swains and lofty Kings ! Hi 
10 Wide as his vaſt Dominion lies, But 5 
Make the Creator's Name be know; She 
Loud as his Tunder ſhout his Praiſe, 
And ſound as lofty as his Throne. JG 
| < N 
11 Jehovah ! 'tis a glorious Word! Th 
O may it dwell on every Tongue! Praiſe 
But Saints, who belt have known the Lord, An 


Are bound to raiſe the nobleſt Song. 


12 Speak of the Wonders of that Love 
Which Gabriel plays on ev'ry Chord: 
From all below, and all above, 

Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord ! 


Psaim CXLVIII. Short Metre. 
Unverſal Praiſe. 


ET ev'ry Creature join 

To praiſe th' eternal Gop ; 
Ye heav'nly Hoſts, the Song begin, 
And ſound his Name abroad, 


2 Thou Sun with golden Beams, 

And Moon with paler Rays, 

Ye ſtarry Lights, ye twinkling flames, 
Shine to your Maker's Praiſe, 


3 He built thoſe Worlds above, 
And ſix'd their wond'rous Frame; 
By his Command they ſtand, or move, 
And ever ſpeak his Name, 


ord, 


©, 
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Ye Vapours, when ye riſe, 
Or fall in Show'rs of Snow, 

Ye Thunders murm'ring round the Skies, 
His Pow'r and Glory ſhow. 


5 Wind, Hail, and flaſhing Fire, 
Agree to praiſe the Lord, 
When ye in dreadful Storms conſpire 
To execute his Word, 


6 By all his Works above 
His Honours be expreſt ; 
But Saints that taſte his ſaving Love, 
Should ſing his Praiſes beſt, 


PA us E. 


7 Let Earth and Ocean know 
They owe their Maker Praiſe; 
Praiſe him ye wat'ry Worlds below, 
And Monſters of Seas. 


8 From Mountains near the Sky 
Let his high Praiſe reſound, 
From humble Shrubs and Cedars high, 
And Vales and Fields around. 


9 Ye Lions of the Wood, 
And tamer Beaſts that graze, 
Ye live upon his daily Food, 
And he expects your Praiſe, 
19 Te Birds of lofty Wing, 
On high his Praiſes bear ; 
Or fit on flow'ry Boughs and fing 
Your Maker's Glory there. 


11 Necreeping Ants and Worms, 
His various Wiſdom ſhow, 
And Flies in all your ſhining Swarms, 
Praiſe him that dreſs'd you ſo. 


12 By all the Earth-born Race 
His Honours be expreſt; 
But Saints that know his heav'nly Grace, 
Should learn to praiſe him beſt, 


Pauvszs II. 


13 Monarchs of wide Command, 
Praiſe yeth' eternal King; 

Judges, adore that ſov'reign Hand, 

Whence all your Honours ſpring. 


14 Let vig'rous Youth engage 

To ſound his Praiſes high; 

While growing Babes, and with'ring Age, 
Their feebler Voices try. 


25 United Zeal be ſhown 

His wond'rous Fame to raiſe; 
Gov is the Lord: his Name alone 
Deſerves our endleſs Praiſe. 


36 Let Nature join with Art, 

And all pronounce him bleſt : 

But Saints that dwell ſo near his Heart, 
Should ſing his Praiſes beſt ; 


PSsAL d CXLIX. Common Metre. 


Praiſe GOD all his Saints : or, the Saints judging th 
World. 


2 AE ye that love the Lord rejoice, 

And let your Songs be new; 
Amidſt the Church with cheerful Voice 
His later Wonders ſhew. 


2 The Jews, the People of his Grace, 
Shall their Redeemer ſing : 

And Gentile Nations join the Praiſe, 

While Zion owns her King. 


3 The Lord takes Pleaſure in the Juſt, 

Whom Sinners treat with Scorn ; 
The Meck that lie deſpis'd in Duſt 
Salvation ſhall adorn. 


4 Saints ſhould be joyful in their King, 
Ev'n on a dying Bed: 

And like the Souls in Glory ſing, 

For Gop ſhall raiſe the Dead. 
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Then his high Praiſe ſhall fill their Ton 
Their Hands ſhall wield the Sword _ 

And Vengeance ſhall attend their Songs, 
The Vengeance of the Lord. 


5 


6 When Chriſt the Judgment-ſeat aſcends, 
And bids the World appear, 
Thrones are prepar'd forall his Friends, 
Who humbly lev'd him here. 


Then ſhall they rule with Iron Rod 
5 Nations that dar'd rebel; 
And join the Sentence of their Gop 
On Tyrants doom'd to Hell. 


$ The Royal Sinners bound in Chains 
New Triumphs ſhall afford; 

Such Honour for the Saints remains : 
Praiſe ye, and love the Lord. 


PsALx CL. 2, 2, 6. Common Metre. 
A Song of Praiſe. 


1 IN Gor's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe, 
His Grace he there reveals ; 
To Heaven your Joy and Wonder raiſe, 
For there his lory dwells. 


Age; 


2 Let all your ſacred Paſſions move, 

While you rehearſe his Deeds ; 

But the great Work of ſaving Love 
Your higheſt Praiſe exceeds. 


All that have Motion, Life, or Breath, 
Proclaim your Maker bleſt ; 
Yet when my Voice expires in Death, 


My Soul ſhall praiſe him beſt. 


1 
ö 
ö 
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DOXOLOGIES. 


The Chriſtian Doxology.. Long Metre, 


— — — — — 


O Gon the Father, Gos the Son, 
And Gov the Spirit, Three in One, 
Re Honour, Praiſe, and Glory giv'n 
By all on Earth, and all in Heav'n. 


Common Metre. 


ET Gos the Father, and the Son, 


And Spirit be ador'd, 
Where there are Works to make him known, 
Or Saints that love the Lord. 


Com. Metre. Where the Tune includes two Stanze:, 
| : I. 


HE Cop of Mercy be ador'd, 
Who calls our Souls from Death, 
Who ſaves by his redeeming Mord, 
And new-creating Breath. 


II. 


To praiſe the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit all divine, 
The One in Three, and Three in One, 
Let Saints and Angels join. 


Short | Metre. 


YE Angels round the Throne, 
And Saints that dwell below, 
Worſhip the Father, praiſe the Son, 
And bleſs the Spirit too. 


As the 119/h Pſalm. 
Nx to the great and facred Three, 
4 


Ihe Father, Son, and Spirit be 
Eternal Praiſe and Glory given; 


DOXOLOGIES. 


Thro' all the. Worlds where God is known, 
y all the Angels ncar the Throne, fy 
And all the Saints in Earth and Heay'n. 


As the 1 48th Pſaln. 


O God the Father's Throne 
Perpetual Honour raiſe ; 
lory to Gop the Son, 

To God the Spirit Praiſe ; 
With all our Powers, 
Eternal King, 

Thy Name we ſing, 

While Faith adores, 


known, 


vo Stanza!, 


THE END. 
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Great God, attend while Zion fings - 


Great Goc, how oft did Iſrael prove 
Great God, indulge my humbie Claim 
rem God, the Heav'ns well order'd Frame 


eat God, whoſe umverſal Sway 7 


reat is the Lord, exalted high 


reat is the Lord, his Works of Might 


reat is the. Lord, our God 
reat Shepherd of thine Iſrael 


2d not the Lord, my Ifr'el lay. 


appy is he that fears the Lord 
appy the City, where their So 
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appy the Man to whom his God * 
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car me, O God, nor hide thy Face 
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e that hath made his Refuge God 
igh in the Heav'ns, eternal God 
ow awful 1s thy chat'ning Rod 
ow did my Heart rejoice to hear 
ow fait their Guilt and Sorrows riſe 
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